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No  Other  Choice 


Opheli 


ta 


I  too,  seeking  the  water  of  life, 

came  to  the  river  among  the  willows, 

the  unpollarded  old  willows  with  split  trunks, 

and  the  scarlet  and  yellow  saplings  on  the  banks. 

Among  reeds  and  mint,  iris  and  loosestrife, 

I,  like  all  thirsty  creatures,  stood  in  the  shallows. 

Patterns  of  shadow,  water  darkening, 
swirl  round  my  feet  as  cold  as  stone. 
The  purple  flowers  drag  in  the  eddies, 
but  the  deeper  river  where  the  water  steadies 
into  a  purposeful  current,  field  forsaking, 
escaping  under  shadows  to  the  sea  is  gone. 

My  shadow  only,  only  the  trees'  shade 

lie  on  the  water,  in  the  same  place  stay. 

The  river  moves,  hurrying  from  what  spring 

to  what  estuary?  Ceaseless  and  passing 

under  still  shadows  trees  and  I  have  made. 

We  watch  the  changeless  shape,  while  it  still  slides  away. 
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The  Gothic  Angel 


O  those  far  staring  eyes 

that  seem  to  look  with  man's  imprisoned  sense 

and  more  than  mortal  certainty,  to  find 

wisdom's  a  planet  native  to  the  skies, 

are  stone,  are  blind. 

It  is  the  maker's  searching  and  his  impotence, 

though  to  a  sculptured  beauty  he  has  bound 

his  spirit's  hope,  and  sureties  of  his  mind, 

and  set  them  in  the  clouds,  remote  from  quarried  ground, 

those  eyes  are  stone,  are  blind. 
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The  Naturalist 

Solitude's  life  for  you,  the  marvelling  eye 

accepting  all  it  sees,  and  seeing  all. 

Where  we  go  blind  with  hope  or  lost  in  memory, 

you  listen  till  the  intonation  of  a  call 

tells  you  of  hunger,  fear,  or  deep  content 

of  busy  creatures,  earth  dwelling  and  small. 

Wing  spread,  wing  shadow,  beaks  so  curved  or  bent 

name  the  bird  to  you,  dappled  markings  tell 

the  moth,  faint  tracks  the  way  an  otter  went. 

To  me  an  empty  world,  to  you  a  spell 

so  deeply  laid  that  you  are  firmly  bound 

by  sight  and  hearing,  taste  and  touch  and  smell 

to  loved  and  living  ground. 
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After  Fishing 


The  contemplative  silence  descends 

like  shadows'  lengthening  darkness  on  the  grass. 

Enamelled  leaf  from  leaf  sharply  divided 

is  in  the  stream  repeated 

when  the  last  brilliance  of  the  sunlight  lends 

gilding  to  colour,  that  as  it  shines  will  pass, 

for  day  is  ended. 

Along  the  riverside  mist  rises, 

and  the  cold  smell  of  dew,  of  water  at  night, 

drifts  with  a  wind  that  stirs  the  hanging  willows 

along  the  water  meadows, 

till  a  white  owl,  flying  low,  surprises 

crouched  waterbirds  that  chatter  in  their  fright ; 

repeated  silence  follows. 
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The  Enchantment 

There  is  no  refuge  while  the  senses  live, 

so  you  shall  grow  at  last  into  a  tree ; 

then  to  the  earth  your  autumn  leaves  will  give 

colours  that  shall  return  in  flowers  for  me. 

So  thought  shall  end,  and,  unafraid  of  chance, 

instinct  will  shed  your  leaves  or  open  buds  each  day. 

You  will  need  nothing  then,  you  need  not  dance 

to  find  an  ecstasy,  nor  read  nor  pray, 

but  self-sufficient  shall  your  branches  spread 

increasing  splendour,  deep  between  earth  and  stone 

your  roots  find  comfort;  and  then  it  shall  be  said 

'how  beautiful  a  tree  has  Daphne  grown'. 
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The  Changed  Landscape 

I  remember  a  time 

when  this  was  a  hayfield, 

simple  and  pastoral  as  a  nursery  rhyme. 

But  since  they  planted  pines, 

and  the  trees  have  grown  tall 

in  dark  straight  lines, 

the  simple  flowers  have  gone. 

It  is  dark  under  the  branches, 

I  am  afraid  to  walk  here  alone. 
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Lazarus 

We  waited  in  the  quivering  heat  for  his  return. 
None  of  us  had  seen  a  miracle  before,  but  we  believed 
in  the  man,  and  his  accredited  acts.  We  were  not  deceived: 
he  did  return. 

We  had  thought,  simply,  that  we  should  all  rejoice, 
gathering  round  him,  strangely  unchanged  by  the  days 
he  had  been  dead  in  the  dark,  then  go  on  our  various  ways 
having  heard  his  voice. 

But  when  he  came  it  seemed  cold  as  night,  and  we  fled, 
having  seen  fear  in  his  terrible  eyes,  and  great  despair. 
We  could  not  break  into  his  isolation,  nor  did  we  dare 
hear  what  he  said. 

But  his  sisters  stayed  unguessing,  being  blinded  by  joy, 
they  took  his  hands  and  kissed  them,  and  led  him  inside. 
In  a  day  or  two  they  forgot  he  had  ever  died 
or  had  changed  since  he  was  a  boy. 
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Sight 


Within  one's  self  deserts  and  mountains  are, 
cactus  desolation  and  polar  night, 
landscapes  electric  blue  becalmed  on  white, 
till  outward  vision  answer  the  inner  sense 
more  absolute  than  shadow,  as  intense 
as  movement  poised  in  stillness,  and  aware 
of  wings  alive  for  flight. 
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Prologue 


Flesh  to  this  meeting  moves, 
aware  and  sensual, 
threading  between  casual 
moments  and  things,  to  loves 
predestined  by  some  choice 
made  with  both  mind  and  voice 
but  blindly.  .  .  . 

Mind,  like  a  bird  in  air 
or  comet,  scars  with  flight 
the  distance,  in  delight 
to  find  such  freedom  there, 
but  will  not  stare  behind 
to  trace  the  path  we  find 
blindly. 
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'I  am  two  fools  I  know 

for  loving  and  for  saying  so . .  / 

DONNE 
I 

You  tear  the  heart  with  love 

and  the  body  cries  aloud 

to  be  so  torn. 

O  will  you  never  move 

your  tired  head,  bowed 

into  my  arms? 

Take  me  and  be  reborn 

free  of  the  fear  of  love 

into  its  calms. 

II 

Seven  o'clock:  all  night  my  heart  has  counted 

yesterday's  kisses  over, 

remembering  yesterday  morning,  when  I  went  as  a 

lightfoot  lover, 
that  now  am  hunted 
by  more  love  than  I  can  bear. 

Ill 

But  past  is  past,  and  will  not  come  again. 

I  thought  myself  bound-free,  secure  from  pain 

of  any  other  love  than  that  I  have, 

no  echo  even  met  the  love  you  gave, 

and  so  it  was  till  the  last  moment  came, 

I  caught  your  fire  and  cannot  staunch  its  flame. 
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IV 


Ah  when  will  this  long  weary  night  have  ende 
When  will  my  heart  its  load  of  trouble  spend  » 
But  empty  hearts  aren't  lighter  or  more  wise, 
and  sorrow  shines,  dark  lanterns  in  the  eyes. 
There's  a  choice  here,  until  we  choose  and  go 
the  chosen  way,  neither  of  us  will  know 
whether  we're  fools  or  not,  though  time  will  show. 
Only  the  crying  of  the  arms  we  know,  and  guess 
The  body's  everlasting  loneliness. 
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But  you  must  choose,  knowing  yourself  as  I 

can  never  know. 

Say  lover  or  friend,  and  I 

will  come  and  go 

freely  within  the  limits  you  have  set. 

There's  nothing  to  remember  or  forget 

that  I  would  change. 


VI 


You  know  it's  strange,  I've  always  said, 

to  choose  to  die,  no  cure  in  being  dead. 

And  yet  last  night  I  lay  awake  alone, 

so  long  it  seemed  that  flesh  and  blood  and  bone 

clamoured  against  me  to  give  them  sleep  at  last. 

But  no  sleep  came,  time  slow  as  sorrow  passed, 

and  then  I  knew  how  easy  it  would  be 

to  open  the  window,  no  depth  at  night  to  see, 

and  fall  to  death,  that  flesh  and  blood  and  bone 

should  lose  the  consciousness  of  being  alone. 
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VII 

The  stars  are  netted  in  the  branches  high 

where  the  wind  stirs 

soft  leaves  murmuring  together,  and  the  dry 

leaves  of  firs. 

Fall  evening,  fall  all  darkness  on  us  here, 

branches  bend  down, 

close  this  blue  midnight  round  us  where 

we  drown. 

VIII 

There  are  no  debts  in  love 

when  you  discover 

your  own  heart's  all  that  matters, 

your  own  heart  that  scatters 

its  folly  everywhere, 

and  reads  in  the  eyes  of  a  lover 

the  thoughts  it  would  find  there. 

IX 

Closed  in  your  arms,  all  peace  possessing, 

sleep,  like  darkness  round  us  folding, 

heart  and  spirit  you  are  holding, 

complete  beyond  all  longed-for  blessing. 

Made  whole  at  last,  what  should  this  peace  inspire, 

O  phoenix  dreaming  in  a  sleep  of  fire? 

X 

Hands,  give  him  all  the  measure  of  my  love 

surer  than  any  word. 

Eyes,  be  deep  pools  of  truth,  where  he  may  see 

a  thought  more  whole  than  constancy. 

Heart,  in  his  keeping,  be  at  rest  and  live 

as  music  and  silence  meet,  and  both  are  heard. 
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Night 


When  in  my  arms  you  lie 

heavy  with  sleep 

I  am  more  content  than  a  deep 

green  river  between  high  banks  moving  certainly. 

Seen  in  the  water  trees  are  dark  against  the  sky, 

the  reflecting  water  flows  past,  and  I,  to  sleep 

drowned  in  green  water,  happily,  deep 

in  warmth,  in  sleep, 

and  you  asleep  in  my  arms,  contented  lie. 

II 

Beauty,  that  rare  and  migrant  bird, 

has  spread  its  wings  round  me  tonight 

alone  and  quiet  in  the  candle  light. 

Why  did  you  go  ?  the  night  is  still, 

the  half  moon  lightens  all  the  hill 

and  patterns  leaves  across  my  feet. 

O  sad  that  we  can  never  meet 

here  in  this  moment,  between  light 

of  moon  and  candle,  both  burn  and  are  obscured, 

and  beauty  is  a  rare  and  migrant  bird. 
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'Old  wives  a-sunning  sit.  .  .  / 

Time's  not  an  enemy  to  friends, 

though  words  that  kindle  words  grow  less 

and  changed  the  tenses. 

But  kindness  lingers  in  the  deadening  senses 

and  nothing  ends, 

though  two  that  talked  all  night  until  the  day 

will  sit  together  with  no  words  to  say 

in  easy  silences. 
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The  Swans 


Place 


The  sea  is  bound  in  ice,  grey,  white  and  grey, 
where  the  wide  stillness  holds  no  hope  of  spring 
and  light's  a  measure  shorter  than  the  day, 
and  cold  is  part  of  stillness :  winds  that  bring 
the  snow  are  here  imprisoned  and  must  stay 
frozen  to  earth,  powerless  to  blow  away 
the  lightest  feather  cast  from  a  migrant's  wing. 

Here  the  swans  gathered,  resting  after  flight, 

but  from  this  desolation  they  are  gone. 

When  the  late  morning  touched  their  wings  with  light 

they  vanished  southwards.  When  the  winter's  done 

they  will  rest  here  returning,  but  till  then  no  sight, 

no  sound  will  break  this  still  unshadowed  white 

where  the  pent  wind  and  prisoned  wave  are  one. 

Lullaby 

Listen,  listen  .  .  .  the  snow  is  falling 

hushing  sound  in  whiteness, 

brushing  grey  glass  lightly  as  a  feather, 

listen,  listen,  falling  feathers  heaped  in  lightness 

measure  the  winter  out  in  this  white  weather. 

All  the  swans  have  flown  together, 

high  above  snow  they  fled  in  brightness, 

soft  as  feathers  snow  is  falling, 

listen,  listen.  .  .  . 
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Elegy 

Now  they  will  lie  till  the  unpitying  spring 

looses  the  ice  and  snow,  sinew  and  bone, 

and  sweeps  white  feathers  from  each  outstretched  wing, 

the  swans  are  gone. 

The  dying  swans  who  sing,  who  sing  to  Death 
a  song  ascending  as  their  wings  are  stilled, 
till  earth  at  the  last  flutter  of  their  breath 
is  echo  filled, 

have  lived  to  the  full  measure  of  their  flight. 
But  these  were  netted  where  they  came  to  rest 
tired  from  the  icy  air:  the  colder  night 
froze  on  each  breast. 

Here,  in  the  world  abiding,  beauty  lies : 
for  unguessed  pain,  life  broken,  not  a  word, 
only  the  legendary  death,  the  visionary  eyes, 
the  singing  bird. 
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'Within  himself 
the  danger  lies,  yet  lies  within  his  power' 

Marvelling  man,  half  blind  and  half  aware, 
holds  knowledge  in  his  hands,  with  it,  power, 
neither  is  understood,  though  he  may  stare 
into  the  past,  the  future  is  his  hour; 
he  cannot  change  the  way  that  men  have  come 
by  gazing  on  the  history  of  the  earth, 
nor  by  discovering  a  cave  their  home 
recapture  that  safe  darkness  after  birth. 

He  is  Prometheus,  and  the  stolen  fire 
is  life  or  death :  light  to  the  wise  man's  eyes 
so  he  shall  see  the  boundary  of  the  skies 
and  mount  on  wings  to  limits  of  desire. 
Though  famine  is  an  aspect  of  his  power 
he  holds  the  harvest's  promise  in  the  flower. 
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After  Goya 


A  city  sacked,  a  woman  raped, 

alike,  alike  in  sorrow  and  despair 

the  broken  walls,  burned  towers,  dishevelled  hair, 

by  nightmare  lust  both  destinies  are  shaped. 

Through  present  pain  no  future  is  escaped 

but  on  their  lives  the  future's  heavy  load 

an  unpredictable  burden  has  been  laid. 

No  hope  in  flight  having  by  force  been  stayed 

to  know  the  anguish  of  the  conqueror's  goad, 

nor  help  availing  for  the  unchosen  road. 

The  limbs'  despair  of  joy  is  absolute 

she  lies  at  the  numbed  boundary  of  pain, 

the  broken  city  smoulders  in  the  rain, 

the  soldiers  sleep,  the  generals  dispute. 

What  towers  will  rise,  what  trees  bear  unknown  fruit? 
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Alms 

Sorrow,  be  metal  for  the  mind  of  man, 
not  like  white  transience  of  the  winter  frost 
that  binds  in  pain  forgotten  soon  as  lost, 
but  to  endure,  as  furnaced  metal  can. 
Let  the  racked  body  and  remembering  mind 
in  some  long  lasting  form  their  passion  show. 
Sorrow  defend  us,  for  us  seek  and  find 
hope  to  transform  the  blinded  face  of  grief, 
that  from  a  thorn  a  flowering  tree  may  grow, 
the  hurt  give  alms,  the  unwounded  take  relief. 
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from 

Fall  of  Leaf 


Finding 

Stranger  to  silence,  listen,  be  comforted, 

for  sound  and  silence,  daily  interspaced, 

meet  here  in  sight. 

Colour  and  sound  are  muted  both  by  night : 

bird  after  bird  ceases  from  song  and  flight, 

still,  blue  and  deep, 

distance  outstretches  to  the  sky,  and  shadows  steep 

in  quiet  the  trees  and  grass,  all  houses  dark  with  sleep. 

See  and  be  comforted. 

Here  all  past  summers  lie.  Here  their  increase 

spreads  wider  branches.  Though  they  only  lease 

a  lifetime's  beauty, 

time  cannot  touch  the  human  memory 

that  flowers  in  you,  lights  for  your  living  eye 

known  and  unknown, 

until  you  too,  listening,  have  grown 

one  with  the  silence  of  all  summers  done 

in  the  night's  peace. 
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Procris 

Procris  is  lying  at  the  waterside, 

the  yellow  flowers  show  spring,  the  grass  is  green, 

before  a  gentle  wind  the  thin  trees  lean 

towards  the  rushes,  the  rushes  to  the  tide. 

She  will  not  see 

the  green  spring  turn  to  summer,  summer  go 

in  a  long  golden  dusk  towards  the  snow, 

with  eyes  so  lit  by  love  that  everything 

burned,  flowed,  grew,  blossomed,  moved  on  foot  or  wing 

with  the  guessed  rhythm  of  eternity. 

All  her  hope  and  will 

flowed  from  her  unavailing 

and  she  knew  darkness,  as  her  eyes  know  now 

shut  to  the  daylight,  and  despair  prevailing 

she  saw  no  way  to  go. 
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Tired 

Sleep,  and  I'll  be  still  as  another  sleeper 

holding  you  in  my  arms,  glad  that  you  He 

so  near  at  last. 

This  sheltering  midnight  is  our  meeting  place, 

no  passion  or  despair  or  hope  divide 

me  from  your  side. 

I  shall  remember  firelight  on  your  sleeping  face, 

I  shall  remember  shadows  growing  deeper 

as  the  fire  fell  to  ashes  and  the  minutes  passed. 
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The  Effigies 


Who  in  their  senses  would  envy  the  effigies? 

Who,  stepping  from  bright  and  coloured  day 

into  this  monochrome  of  dark  and  grey, 

holding  the  summer's  flowers,  would  be  here  and  stay, 

envying  the  crusader  where  he  lies, 

or  wish  to  change  this  coloured  silk  for  smooth  stone  draperies  ? 

Each  statue  holds  a  truce  with  time.  Time-fearing  love 

might  easily  ask  no  more  than  this  unchanging  state, 

carved  of  one  stone  to  be  together  and  disparate 

while  centuries  across  horizons  move. 

O  hope  unknown 

to  share  the  unread  inscription  and  forgotten  date, 

the  formal  gesture  of  prayer,  the  silence  of  stone. 
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There  Must  be  Time  for  Grief 

There  must  be  time  for  grief: 
work  has  its  hours,  and  love,  food  and  sleep 
take  their  due,  and  days  go  by 
measured  by  necessity. 

Drawn  curtains  show  the  morning, 

the  clock  pointing  the  cue  for  entrance  into  day ; 

the  dance  has  started,  the  dancer  cannot  stay: 

the  intricate  discipline  is  beginning, 

the  sun  burns  time  away. 

Close  the  curtains,  shut  out  night. 

All  day,  all  day 

grief  has  eluded,  darkened  the  corners  of  the  mind, 

edged  a  word,  shadowed  a  hand. 

If  there  was  time  to  receive  it  I  might  understand, 

might  look  into  it  as  a  mirror:  in  its  reflection  find 

that  the  past  recalls  its  love,  is  somewhere,  whole  and  secure, 

as  travellers'  cities,  never  revisited,  remain 

just  as  they  were  before. 

But  it  is  night  again, 

and  it  is  sleep  that  takes  my  hand. 

Tomorrow  there  must  be  time  enough  for  grief. 
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from 

Need  for  Speech 


Jess 

A  mile  beyond  the  road  Ash  Corner  lies, 

a  lane  leads  to  it,  downhill,  through  the  woods 

where  the  young  trees  are  barely  shoulder  height; 

under  them,  in  the  spring,  primroses  light 

the  hellebores'  dark  leaves  and  cool  green  hoods 

bowed  over  windflowers,  cold  as  winter  skies. 

Jess  lived  enclosed  by  woods,  by  bird's-eye  panes, 
closed  in  the  green  shade  of  a  rainy  spring 
when  the  rain  drips  all  day  from  eaves  and  sills, 
drips  from  the  tasselled  chestnut  flowers  and  spills 
into  the  hollow  tulip  leaves,  while  everything 
grows  thick  and  rank  in  gardens,  fields  and  lanes. 

All  afternoon  in  her  tree-darkened  room 

she  danced  between  the  mirror  and  the  fire, 

her  shadow  large  and  her  reflection  small; 

she  watched  them  both  keep  measure  on  the  wall 

moving  as  if  they  knew  she  would  not  tire 

remembering  music  in  the  firelit  gloom. 

She  danced  alone  because  she  longed  to  be 

where  others  danced :  because  she  could  not  read 

or  sew  or  daydream  being  filled  with  discontent. 

She  must  outstrip  the  day,  dance  the  unspent 

hunger  of  her  heart  away;  because  her  need 

drove  her  lightfooted  onward,  where  she  could  not  see. 
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'Solitariness  and  my  hurrying  thoughts 

meet  and  be  one;  accept  this  way  of  living, 

learn  satisfaction  from  enchanted  sight, 

let  cold  snow  crystals  and  the  globe  of  night 

pattern  tranquillity,  so  forgiving 

this  anguish  of  the  creature  trapped  and  caught. 

I  am  self-trapped,  so  for  what  capture  grieve  ? 
I  came  here  gladly,  where  else  should  I  stay 
but  in  a  husband's  home  ?  and  yet  when  he  is  near 
there's  nothing  more  to  say.  He  is  still  dear 
but  separation  grows  in  us.  From  day  to  day 
we  cherish  tenderness  in  which  we  half  believe. 

Or  is  it  idleness  that  saps  my  mind? 

No :  these  rooms  shall  answer  for  my  care, 

our  garden  shows  the  work  of  busy  hands ; 

but  discontent  twists  dark  and  heavy  strands 

into  the  pattern  of  this  life  I  share, 

in  which  I  walk  as  if  dull,  dumb  and  blind.' 

Her  intricate  dancing  steps  cannot  outwit 
her  heart's  despair  or  the  slow  afternoon. 
Rain  falls  silently,  roof  gutters  run  with  streams 
and  drip  perpetually.  A  broken  bird's  egg  gleams 
enamel  blue  on  earth;  the  yellow  cat  called  Moon 
puffs  out  his  fur  and  goes  to  sniff  at  it. 

The  door  bell  broke  her  thoughts,  so  she  could  run 

to  welcome  someone,  postman,  country  neighbour, 

a  voice  at  least,  a  break  in  heaviness : 

she  darted  through  the  house,  glad  that  her  yellow  dress 

would  be  for  someone's  eyes,  opened  the  door 

to  all  that  sense  and  truth  and  reason  shun. 
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A  stranger  who  had  lost  his  way  stood  there 
asking  to  shelter  from  the  rain; 
he'd  missed  the  short  cut  by  the  water  meadows. 
As  he  spoke  his  voice  touched  all  the  shadows 
and  drew  them  round  him,  even  the  heavy  chain 
behind  the  door  shone,  stripped  of  centuries'  wear. 

He  watched  her  see  this  as  he  spoke.  He  said, 
'No  things  ill  done  cannot  be  smoothed  away, 
things  used  made  new.  A  second  chance  is  given 
to  those  who'll  trade  with  me.  No  bargains  driven 
but  simply  give  and  take;  you  choose  another  way 
and  pay  my  price.  The  starving  must  be  fed. 

The  starving  fed — with  their  own  flesh  indeed — 
the  sleepless  rocked  to  sleep — in  their  own  dreams- 
the  restless,  dull  unhappy  made  content 
taught  to  turn  back  upon  the  way  they  went. 
Time  is  my  hour-glass,  up  or  down  it  streams 
following  pleasure,  satisfying  need.' 

She  understood  his  offer,  knew  she'd  cast 

the  shadow  of  her  disappointed  heart 

on  joy  and  tenderness  so  withering  them. 

She  saw  her  life  too  clearly  to  condemn 

more  than  herself  from  whom  she  could  not  part 

knowing  how  present  comes  as  sequel  to  the  past. 

'What  have  I  done  with  life  that  I  should  be 
ready  to  change  all  that  was  dear  so  easily? 
What  have  I  done  with  all  my  nights  and  days 
to  see  them  coldly,  with  a  stranger's  gaze? 
How  can  I  hold  them,  shrunk  so  utterly 
from  all  they  were  when  they  were  part  of  me  ? 
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Ready  to  change  all  known,  change  day  to  day, 

quietness  that  should  clothe  old  age 

not  bind  me  in  frustration.  Let  me  live 

as  I  consider  living,  and  I'll  give 

my  immortality,  a  distant  image 

of  unendurable  continuity,  away.' 

Then  suddenly  the  stranger  seemed  no  more 
than  a  chance  passer  sheltering  from  the  rain, 
and  the  rain  ended  as  he  turned  to  go. 
A  small  mark  on  her  wrist  remained  to  show 
he'd  touched  her  there,  marking  the  insane 
bargain  his,  and  sealed;  her  wish  secure. 

Look  inwards  or  look  downwards  where  a  stream 

flows,  but  leaves  the  water-darkened  face 

seeing  its  own  reflection  clear  as  glass ; 

gaze  mirrored  there  to  watch  the  water  pass, 

it  mars  no  detail,  touches  no  curl  or  lace 

nor  stirs  the  deep  enclosed,  enclosing  dream. 

A  falling  leaf  can  break  reflection,  show 
the  river-bed  before  it  shapes  again, 
lie  lightly  as  enchantment  on  five  senses, 
or  sound's  brief  pattern  upon  silences ; 
time's  measured  on  eternity  in  vain; 
beneath  your  mirrored  eyes  the  waters  flow. 

II 

Her  yellow  cat  was  her  familiar 

gazing  at  darkness  with  moon-glinting  eyes, 

gazing  at  her  with  calm  indifference, 

both  animals,  both  without  innocence, 

held  together  by  inescapable  ties 

the  devil's  gift,  to  each  peculiar. 
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She  learned  the  spells  of  change,  to  say, 

'Go  into  hare*.  The  bones  closed  in  her  hands 

and  changed  to  white-flecked  paws,  meanwhile  her  sight 

showed  only  monochrome,  her  feet  were  flight 

across  the  downs  to  where  the  gallows  stands 

half  rotted  now,  and  silence  haunts  the  day. 

Hay-field  grass,  in  June  knee  high, 

to  her,  a  hare,  tossed  overhead 

with  sorrel  and  campion,  the  cornfields'  hem, 

and  fantail  barley  on  its  knotted  stem, 

sainfoin  and  clovers  white  and  red 

were  patterned  for  her  against  the  sky. 

She  was  so  secret,  her  husband  walking  late 

through  flowering  lanes,  where  petals  on  the  grass 

are  white  as  daisies  for  the  moths  to  find, 

was  blind  to  her,  hare-like,  as  she  fled  behind 

a  hedge  of  roses,  waiting  for  him  to  pass, 

or  cat-like  crouched  and  slipped  beneath  the  gate. 

She'd  leave  a  sleeping  shadow  of  herself  in  bed 

and  run,  disguised,  ways  overhung  by  fear 

to  a  nocturnal  hunting  in  the  wood, 

where  beasts  accepted  her  although  she  understood 

none  of  their  customs,  nor  came  near 

any  companionship  with  them  that  hunger  led. 

Midsummer  night  she  came  along 

by  cottages  that  held  deep  sleep  within; 

roses  and  phlox  breathed  sweetness  to  the  night 

and  swifts  still  screamed  in  darting  flight 

so  high  their  cries  seemed  thin 

as  flittering  bats'  cries :  nightingales  in  song 
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filled  the  dark  trees  with  sound: 
and  honeysuckles  and  rose-coloured  stocks, 
pale  as  each  other,  still  smelt  of  the  day. 
A  heavy  mist  showed  where  the  river  lay, 
and  from  three  parishes  she  heard  the  clocks 
say  midnight  to  the  midnight  world  around. 

A  man  was  leaning,  idle,  on  his  garden  gate, 
awake  to  watch  the  magical  short  night 
change  dusk  to  moonlight,  listening,  to  share 
the  world  with  beast  and  bird.  He  saw  the  hare, 
called  to  her  and  she  came.  His  touch  was  light. 
'Enchanted  hare,  why  do  you  walk  so  late? 

So  late  so  centuries  late?'  he  said. 

'You  are  alone,  no  coven  on  the  hill 

dances  midsummer  eve  into  midsummer  day, 

the  village  has  lost  its  witches.  Time  blows  away 

even  enchantments :  yet  it  has  left  you  still 

wandering  among  things  long  dead. 

Come  from  the  beast/  So  he  undid  the  spell 

as  tenderly  as  if  he  took  her  cloak, 

and  she  became  herself  and  questioning. 

How  had  he  known  her  ?  'What  hare  stands  listening 

to  a  bird's  song,  then  moves  as  if  she  woke 

from  visions?'  He  laughed.  'You  do  not  do  it  well.' 

He  led  her  to  a  small  and  whitewashed  room 

red  floored,  with  shelves  of  books  and  everywhere 

notebooks  and  papers  strewn  and  spread 

on  chairs  and  tables  and  the  narrow  bed; 

he  cleared  them  for  her,  sitting  there 

he  told  her  of  the  race  of  witches  and  their  doom. 
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'Listen',  he  said,  'you  have  your  mortal  years, 
you  have  your  senses  and  your  hands, 
knowledge  is  your  inheritance  and  love ; 
you  have  the  means  for  all,  and  yet  you  rove 
these  necromantic  pastures  in  forbidden  lands, 
be  wise,  go  home  again.'  She  heard  in  tears. 

'No,  nothing's  mine,'  she  said,  'I  cannot  make 
a  pattern  of  life;  the  threads  unwind, 
find  me  unready,  and  I  do  not  know 
even  which  way  my  eager  feet  will  go, 
only  they  will  not  stay;  my  heart  and  mind 
divergent  seek,  not  knowing  what  to  take.' 

Yet  as  she  spoke  she  knew  the  search  was  done, 
the  stranger's  face  was  suddenly  well  known 
as  if  they  had  been  many  years  together. 
The  window  showed  grey  of  a  pigeon's  feather, 
a  cloudy  daylight,  the  short  night  had  grown 
invisibly  to  morning  as  they  sat  alone. 

Grey  as  a  pigeon's  feather,  grey  as  glass 

dew  lay  on  briar,  on  gossamer,  on  leaf, 

and  showed  deep  footmarks  as  she  ran. 

An  early  rooster  crowed;  the  year's  full  span 

blessed  heart  and  eyes :  corn  grew  towards  the  sheaf, 

flowers  to  their  fruit,  as  if  all  promise  came  to  pass. 

Ill 

Often  she  would  take  fruit  and  flowers  and  go 
down  to  the  cottage,  stay  to  talk  and  listen, 
drawn  to  the  stranger,  so  drawn  there  again 
that  her  feet  knew  the  way  by  field  and  lane 
as  well  as  her  own  garden,  and  would  hasten 
to  him  as  certainly  as  rivers  flow. 
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As  the  summer's  self  she  seemed  to  live, 

loving  him  with  her  heart's  full  certainty, 

as  if  come  home  at  last,  as  if  a  door 

opened  on  music  where  silence  was  before, 

or  blindness  faded  leaving  eyes  that  see, 

or  folded  hands  learned  the  heart's  power  to  give. 

The  usual  pattern  of  the  days  went  on 
till  after  harvest,  when  the  heavy  trees 
bowed  with  their  fruit,  baskets  full  of  sloes 
bullace  and  damsons ;  that  last  of  summer  goes 
in  ragged  gold,  while  from  last  flowers  last  bees 
fetch  their  faint  autumn  honey  and  are  gone. 

She  gathered  the  apples,  russet,  margil, 

and  crabs  and  pippins,  some  to  store, 

some  to  make  jam,  and  quinces,  pears, 

till  the  profusion  that  the  orchard  wears ' 

spread  indoors,  filled  the  shelves,  lay  on  the  floors 

or  in  two  rows  along  each  window-sill. 

And  in  the  orchard,  dusk  and  cold 
she  knew  a  hundred  Aprils  lay 
between  his  birthday  and  her  death, 
vistas  of  springs  she  wept  beneath 
because  not  one  would  flowering  stay 
to  shelter  them  together,  young  or  old. 

'Love  so  possesses  me,  so  gilds  my  blood 
I  move  in  radiance,  with  finger-points  of  light 
touch  and  make  new  all  daily  things. 
How  can  bones  cage  these  beating  wings 
that  stir  to  splendour,  wake  to  flight, 
then  fold  to  hush  and  brood? 
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How  shall  I  live,  and  not  live  at  his  side ! 

and  how  go  back  to  those  past  years  that  He 

familiar  in  his  memory?  If  I  grow  old 

my  middle  years,  my  youth,  should  so  unfold 

run  backwards,  find  him,  stay,  till  I 

safe  in  his  past  knew  nothing  could  divide/ 

So  her  imagination  journeyed  back 
driven  by  passion,  creating  places,  days, 
where  she  was  always  his  companion 
driving  all  question  of  division 
into  her  mind's  more  subterranean  ways 
where  jealousy  was  waiting  like  a  rack. 

At  first  his  words,  his  face,  his  being  near 
withheld  her  from  her  power  as  a  witch; 
but  love  unanswered  shook  her  like  a  leaf 
and  longing  quickened  all  her  half  belief; 
unravelling  her  future  stitch  by  stitch 
she  made  her  spell  in  awe  and  faith  and  fear. 

She  thought  by  making  her  young  body  old 
her  spirit,  matching  it,  would  stand  by  his, 
and,  without  living  it,  have  lived  his  past; 
and  so,  become  his  counterpart  at  last, 
grown  with  his  life,  her  heart  enclosed  in  bliss, 
should  wear  its  green  untouched  by  any  cold. 

She  took  her  mirror  to  the  hollow  night; 
one  future  lay  behind  in  shuttered  sleep — 
her  husband  lost,  her  children  unconceived — 
and  for  a  moment's  thought  of  this  she  grieved. 
Yet  this  loss  freed  her,  there  was  no  way  to  keep 
this  might-have-been,  her  love  must  travel  light. 
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By  witch's  will  under  the  starry  night 

she  made  one  moment  carry  years  away, 

and  through  the  whirling  sequence  saw  her  face 

shrivel  and  shrink  and  lose  its  summer  grace, 

a  scrawl  of  purple  veins  stain  her  thin  arm  and  stay, 

her  bracken  coloured  hair  grow  thin  and  white. 

The  devil's  voice  answered  her  anguished  thought: 
'Where  can  you  go,  taking  the  last  steps  only  ? 
without  the  years  achieved,  what  beauty  grows  ? 
count  up  your  follies,  think,  what  river  flows 
back  to  its  source  ?  My  lovely,  lonely 
witch,  fool,  lover,  running  hare,  see,  you  are  caught, 

snared  in  the  power  I  gave  you.  In  this  spell 

you  grasped  at  things  not  yours ;  and  now 

empty,  refusing,  you  are  quite  alone; 

you  should  have  lived  all  life,  endured  it  to  the  bone, 

taken  its  hours;  for  what  have  you  to  show 

for  seventy  years  that  twenty  could  not  tell?' 

So  morning  came,  with  morning's  busy  sound, 
cockcrow,  and  milk  churns  rattling  at  the  farm, 
an  early  wagon  rolling  down  the  lane. 
She  saw  the  silver  shining  weather  vane, 
she  saw  the  golden  bracelet  on  her  arm, 
she  saw  her  mirror  lying  on  the  ground, 

and  walked  toward  the  house  uncertainly, 

opened  the  door,  drew  back  the  curtains,  spread 

the  breakfast  cloth,  wishing  for  yesterday, 

touching  familiar  things,  wondering  what  words  to  say, 

because  she  heard  her  husband's  heavy  tread 

she  hid  her  face  and  waited  desperately. 
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Need  for  Speech 


Joy  needs  no  words,  larks  singing  over  meadows, 
swallows  at  evening,  dipping  from  sun  to  shadows 
touching  the  water's  stillness  under  willows, 
all  peace  and  all  content  are  clothed  in  light 
closed  in  the  crystal  globe  of  sight. 

A  prisoner's  anguish  teaches  his  hand  to  write 
scratched  on  the  dungeon  walls,  or  on  the  night, 
the  words  cut  from  his  heart  are  diamond  bright ; 
brighter  than  life  lie  his  remembered  meadows 
and  quieter  than  sleep  the  shadows. 
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The  Peasant  at  Her  Window 

She  sits  by  her  window  listening  with  folded  hands 
while  village  sounds  gather  like  swallows  under  eaves : 
children  play  where  a  water  trough  stands 
shadowed  by  fig  trees ;  a  boy  with  a  bunch  of  leaves 
drives  cows  in  from  meadows,  cow  bells  ringing; 
women  call  to  each  other  from  their  open  doors, 
brown  hay-makers  ride  home  on  the  high  hay-load  singing, 
and  the  perpetual  river  murmurs  to  its  shores. 

She  sits  in  age's  stillness,  orchard  stillness, 
the  yellow  ripeness  of  September  days, 
while  evening  turns  to  shadows,  there  she  stays 
her  square  brown  hands  learning  their  idleness. 
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A  Mourner 

The  dead  belong  to  the  living  more  than  the  unborn 

who  will  in  time  choose  their  inheritance 

and  learn  the  wisdom  of  the  centuries. 

For  them  the  promises  of  the  heart  are  made, 

tenderness  is  their  warmth  and  hope  their  shade ; 

soon  they  will  learn  to  run  and  learn  to  dance, 

escape  and  be  their  own  possession. 

But  the  dead  are  yours,  and  into  memories 

in  love,  in  hate,  in  long  self-pity,  breathe 

all  of  your  life,  until  their  shadows  rise 

to  do  your  will,  say  all  they  left  unsaid. 

Question  the  past  no  more,  for  it  shall  be 

transmuted  so  to  all  it  never  was, 

where  you,  serenely  happy,  with  the  dead 

dream  over  them  as  over  the  unborn. 
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The  Walk 

You  have  given  me  autumn  for  ever  and  ever, 
each  leaf  of  October  gold  is  mine, 
pheasant-plumed  plantations,  fire-coloured  beeches, 
a  living  sky,  a  hill's  unbroken  line. 

Year  in,  year  out,  as  the  season's  pattern  changes 
sight  will  touch  a  sleeping  memory 
with  a  leaf,  a  colour,  till  it  wakes  and  ranges 
back  to  the  clearest  seen,  longest  remembered. 

They've  gathered  and  carted  the  very  last  of  the  sheaves, 
gleaners  gone,  ploughing  will  soon  begin, 
and  the  hunter's  moon  will  shine,  gales  blow  all  the  leaves, 
in  a  whirl  of  yellow  across  the  fields. 

Nightfall  nor  snow  nor  winter  equinox  blowing 
can  touch  this  afternoon  when  all  is  still; 
the  heart  has  gathered  its  harvest,  spring  is  fulfilled, 
now  is  forever  and  autumn  is  this  hill. 
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Winter 


Arctic  midsummer :  dawns  in  light  on  light 

across  snow  meadows  where  nothing  grows  to  reap, 

a  shadowless  world,  a  day  that  has  no  night, 

a  lidless  eye  that  cannot  close  in  sleep. 

The  long  unpointed  hours  loiter  there 

holding  the  image  of  the  risen  sun, 

brightness  that  shapes  nothing  gilds  the  air 

from  empty  April  till  barren  autumn's  done. 

This  is  an  easy  symbol  as  it  stands; 

add  sure  foreknowledge  of  the  polar  night, 

eternities  of  darkness,  shuttering  hands 

compelling  blindness  on  the  dazzled  sight, 

and  all  the  frozen  springs  buried  so  deep 

they  cannot  quicken  into  tears  and  weep. 

II 

Come  in,  come  in  loneliness,  my  companion, 

and  quench  the  visions  of  contented  days 

that  I  have  rocked  and  cherished  night  by  night 

and  tear  them  from  my  sight. 

They  are  the  dust  of  ruins,  you  are  mine. 

Now  close  my  hands  on  emptiness  that  held 

the  ghosts,  the  bones,  fragments  of  memories, 

I  cannot  lead  the  ghosts  to  resurrection 

nor  blow  the  breath  of  life  upon  their  bones. 

Come  like  the  north  wind  of  the  arctic  seas 


57 


that  blows  round  icebergs  broken  from  their  source 
and  strips  them  of  the  drifted  snows  of  land, 
leaving  translucent  islands,  dissolving  as  they  wander. 
Now,  if  I  hold  a  mirror  in  my  hand 
and  gaze  into  its  winter-coloured  glass  I'll  see 
reflected  loneliness,  my  shadow  and  myself. 

Ill 

Here's  love,  spent  and  unspent, 

where  shall  it  grow  if  not  between  your  hands  ? 

where  shall  it  rest,  if  not  at  home  with  you  ? 

where  shall  it  wander,  if  it  must  be  lost, 

silence  our  only  son,  our  pillow  separation  ? 

Go  through  the  world,  where  people  lean 

out  of  their  lives,  out  of  a  window 

to  speak  to  a  stranger,  to  pity  the  unpitiable, 

asking  'Who  are  you?'  gentle  and  uncaring; 

and  'Who  am  f  ?  the  wanderer  answers,  staring. 

Between  our  hands'  close-folded  fingers,  Time 
flows  like  brightness  streaming  from  a  lamp. 
Look  in  my  eyes  and  find  your  mirror  there, 
I  look  in  yours  to  find  my  desolation, 
I  look  in  yours  and  find  my  love  unspent. 
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Penelope 


Certain  parting  does  not  wait  its  hour 
for  separation;  too  soon  the  shadow  lies 
upon  the  heart  and  chokes  the  voice,  its  power 
drives  on  the  minutes,  it  implies 
tomorrow  while  today's  still  here. 

They  sat  by  firelight  and  his  shadow  fell 

for  the  last  time,  she  thought,  black  patterning  gold 

sharp  on  the  firelit  wall.  So,  to  compel 

the  evening  to  outlast  the  morning's  cold 

dawn  by  the  quayside  and  the  unshed  tears, 

she  took  a  charred  twig  from  the  hearth  and  drew 
the  outline  of  his  shadow  on  the  wall. 
'These  were  his  features,  this  the  hand  I  knew.' 
She  heard  her  voice  saying  the  words  through  all 
the  future  days  of  solitude  and  fear. 
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Spring  Evening 

Out  in  the  cold  March  evening  on  the  silver  branches 

the  blackbird's  song  is  clear  in  the  clear  light, 

and  curling  hyacinths  in  heavy  bunches 

crowd  in  the  grass. 

Now  while  the  pointed  buds  wait  for  the  sun 

to  spread  their  folded  green; 

now,  when  day's  work  is  done, 

while  smokes  of  evening  fires  climb  straight  and  blue 

against  bluer  woods,  I  lean 

on  the  window-sill  with  idle  hands, 

watching  pigeons  ruffle,  preen  and  run 

while  earth  prepares  for  summer,  man  for  night. 
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The  Senses 

Senses  are  the  immeasurable  I, 

boundaries  and  gateways  to  the  state  of  man, 

separate  and  inseparable 

as  the  five  arches  of  a  bridge's  span : 

or  as  a  consort  of  stringed  instruments 

allowing  one  voice  the  theme's  authority 

to  hold,  not  break,  the  others  company. 

TOUCH 

Pillowed  by  love, 

arms  filled  with  all  content 

lulled  by  honeysuckle  airs  they  lie 

hand  within  hand,  the  closed  wings  of  a  dove. 

Across  the  sculptured  sheet 

moonlight  lies  water-silver  on  their  feet 

spreading  to  cover  them,  touching  at  last 

the  dark  meshed  shadows  of  their  hair, 

and  like  a  blessing  lying  there 

while  they  are  taken  by  the  tides  of  sleep 

murmuring  its  litany  of  lovers'  names, 

whose  youth  outlives  their  age, 

whose  grief  lives  longer  than  the  eyes  that  weep. 

Lulled  by  honeysuckle  airs  they  he 

till  the  first  sickle  cockcrow  tears  the  sky 

as  if  the  heraldic  bird  could  see 

sunrise  beyond  all  ocean's  shores. 

'Children  of  time,  your  night  is  hurrying  by. 

I  call  the  morning,  for  no  night  will  stay. 
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This  is  the  centuries'  heartbreak  you  must  share, 
to  wake  to  severing  day.' 

TASTE 

Give  to  hunger  oil  and  grain, 
dried  and  fragrant  leaves  of  tea, 
milk  and  butter,  cowslip  yellow, 
silver  fishes  trawled  at  sea : 
choose  your  gifts  from  sun  and  rain. 

Plenty's  table  shall  be  spread 
from  the  orchard's  heavy  trees, 
with  amber  honey  in  the  comb. 
Myth  of  all  earth's  mysteries 
in  the  harvest  wine  and  bread. 

SIGHT 

Sight  does  not  lodge  lonely  in  the  eye 
but  in  imagination  and  in  memory. 
A  listening  child  beside  a  winter  fire 
learns  from  words  to  see  the  world 
where  unicorns  and  mermaids  are 
and  dragons  guard  Hesperides: 
where  Minos'  gold  and  Blondel's  song 
are  as  near  as  yesterday, 
and  comet's  flight  through  Saxon  skies 
burns  clearly  as  the  Christmas  star. 
Vision's  first  spell  is  never  lost; 
its  sure  illumination  moves 
concurrent  with  the  daily  truth 
that  knowledge  subdivides  and  proves 
by  index  and  cross-reference. 

When  the  old-wives'  summer  comes, 
September  days  with  ripening  pears 
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and  quills  of  cloud  across  the  sky, 
the  listener,  changed  to  storyteller, 
holds  her  mirror  for  the  children's  eyes 
to  see  the  landscape  of  the  centuries. 

SMELL 

Take  the  rose,  in  its  deep  smell 

taste  all  summers  you  have  known, 

all  the  seas  sing  in  one  shell 

and  a  single  rose,  half-blown, 

gives  back  lost  Junes  whose  petals  fell 

from  a  garland,  from  a  crown. 

Take  the  rose  while  echoes  tell 

what  enchanted  briars  have  grown 

round  beauty's  tower  and  fortune's  well. 

HEARING 

Shut  into  silence,  cold  in  the  stone  tower, 
a  captive  paces  out  long  day,  long  night, 
counting  his  years  by  the  returning  light, 
dragging  his  steps  to  some  reprieving  hour. 

From  far,  from  far  below  the  huntsman's  cry 
cuts  like  frost,  and  brings  old  winters  near, 
lost  forest  rides  and  the  white-antlered  deer, 
where  spiders  hang  their  ragged  tapestry. 

There,  in  his  solitude,  he  hears  the  lark 
meeting  the  morning  on  her  arrowy  wing, 
her  kingdom  is  the  sky,  he  is  a  king 
whose  courtiers  are  hunger,  cold  and  dark. 

Lost,  beyond  rumour's  boundary,  he  lies 
till  a  song's  phrase  shall  ransom  his  despair, 
words  meet  his  words,  echo  toss  the  air 
to  crown  him  with  a  singer's  victories. 
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Strangers,  We  Wear  the  Livery  of  Earth 

Strangers,  we  wear  the  livery  of  earth, 
impersonal  grace  given  to  each  living  thing, 
shed  in  autumnal  seasons  to  arise 
and  clothe  fresh  generations  in  the  spring. 
Trees  that  outlive  men,  man  that  outlives  the  birds, 
flowers  that  live  longer  than  the  mayflies'  day 
touch  past  and  present  in  their  birth  and  death, 
inherit  all  they  are  to  give  away. 


Love  marries  us  by  every  sense  to  earth, 
creature  in  creature  seeking  perpetuation; 
Myth  is  our  child,  in  nature's  image  made, 
to  bear  the  burden  of  our  adoration. 
We  have  asked  more  than  the  natural  dole 
of  root  or  wing,  flower  or  bone's  duration ; 
possessed  by  thought  our  word's  new  boundaries 
impose  the  heaven  and  hell  of  our  creation. 


Astronomers,  from  towering  centuries, 
watch  constellations  move  in  changing  light; 
wise  in  foretelling  they  know  that  life  will  die 
and  Time  subside  into  a  final  night 
where  broken  pillars  of  the  alphabet 
lie  strewn  across  the  desert's  empty  page, 
leaving  to  silence  and  the  winds  of  space 
only  the  ruined  fragments  of  man's  age. 
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Sing,  stars,  that  close  your  ranks  in  flame  on  man, 
whose  sight  gave  beauty  to  your  radiance, 
tradition  knew  the  music  of  the  spheres ; 
gather  earth  back  into  your  endless  dance. 
Sing  as  you  take  life's  ground  again  for  death. 
Man  has  no  share  in  this  captivity, 
his  spirit  wakes,  plumed  with  immortal  wings, 
set  for  his  heart's  assured  eternity. 
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Noah's  Ark 

There  was  no  presage  of  the  coming  rain 

when  the  finished  ark  lay  moored  below  the  town. 

On  holidays  the  citizens  came  down 

to  see  the  ship,  sails  folded  by  the  shrouds, 

and  water-butts,  and  all  the  stores  for  grain, 

and  Noah  watching  for  the  thunder  clouds. 

A  familiar  landscape  of  wheatfields  and  flax 
lay  at  the  river's  edge;  pasturing  herds  knee-deep  in  grass 
straying,  while  shepherds  sang.  At  evening 
haymakers  and  milkmaids  came  home  with  garlands. 
Days,  ordinary  as  other  summer  days,  would  pass, 
stay,  linger,  so  diminish  into  night, 
stay,  or  vanish  in  memory  or  sight 
till  clouds  gathered,  till  the  rain  began. 

Now,  with  the  thunder,  in  a  sudden  dark 
as  deluge  breaks  across  the  pastoral  dream, 
the  ship  wakes,  each  rope,  each  beam, 
gathers  her  strength,  becomes  a  unity; 
life's  only  shelter,  the  protecting  ark 
casts  her  moorings  to  the  rising  sea. 

II 

The  rain  is  grey,  the  fields  are  flattened  brown. 

Sudden  rivers  lace  the  avenues 

or  batter  on  tall  doorways  in  the  town. 

Soon  water  will  strip  branch  and  bedroom  bare, 
leaves  tangle  with  gold  mirrors  in  the  wrack, 
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floods  lap  over  the  last  marble  stair. 

Now  take  the  perfect  pattern  of  the  kind, 

two  of  each  species  and  no  more,  no  more : 

to  outstretched  hands,  beseeching  eyes,  be  blind. 

Gather  life's  safety:  here  burns  the  only  light, 
here  is  the  heart  of  all  creation's  limbs, 
the  only  swiftness  and  the  only  flight. 

Long  seasons  shall  surround  you  still  with  rain, 
moon's  longer  tides  draw  out  an  endless  sea, 
nothing  promise  any  land  again. 

Hope  gives  a  morning  when  the  mist  will  break 
to  show  a  mountain  top  whence  waters  ebb, 
a  flowering  island,  where  day  spring  shall  wake  . 

but  trust  no  compass,  even  the  steady  north 

offers  no  safety  now,  the  sky  no  star, 

and  no  known  harbour  waits  this  setting  forth. 

Ill 

It  could  be  night  for  ever 

lost  between  earth  and  sky, 

mountains  and  islands  lie  foundered  far  beneath 

where  boiling  whirlpools  threaten  'never,  never, 

shall  any  morning  break  but  death 

on  tattered  sails  set  for  eternity'. 

They  listen,  listen,  within 

as  lamplight  rocks  and  sways, 

each  one  enclosed  in  separate  memory 

or  crying  to  Time  'when  will  a  world  begin e' 

Each  thought  a  century, 

while  hours  grope  toward  completed  days. 
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It  could  be  night  for  ever 

where  colonnades  of  rain 

march  endlessly  across  unending  waves, 

footsteps  repeating  'never,  never,  never', 

while  a  wind  veers  and  drives 

white  sea-crests  faster  round  the  world  again. 

IV 

Brood,  brood  upon  the  waters,  sudden  peace. 
Silence  lies  gentler  than  rain, 
breaking  clouds  reveal  a  moon  again 
promise  and  certainty  that  night  will  cease. 

Morning  landfall  ends  captivity. 
Fly  freed  my  raven,  fly,  my  shining  dove, 
from  the  imprisoning  shelter  of  my  love 
spread  wings  against  a  rainbow  sky. 

Go  now  my  children  to  your  waiting  land, 
mouse,  weasel,  fox  and  spider,  moth  and  bee, 
Hon,  leopard,  unicorn,  go  free, 
as  Adam  named  you,  I  bless  each  with  my  hand. 

Here  on  the  future  is  your  anchor  cast. 
Go,  and  so  multiply  that  air  will  fill  with  song, 
jungles  with  strength;  each  go  where  you  belong. 
Only  man's  memory  turns  toward  the  past. 

V 

When  all  the  animals  had  gone  away 

the  empty  ark  lay  beached  and  derelict 

but  sheltered  humans  still,  by  night  and  day. 

Two  daughters,  murmuring,  spoke  of  household  things, 
'Remember,  sister,  custom  and  custom's  use, 
from  what  tradition  all  our  usage  springs.' 
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'But  when  plants  grow,  will  we  know  each  by  name, 
for  wine  or  balm  or  fibrous  thread  to  spin? 
We  knew  the  total,  but  not  whence  it  came. 

We  knew  the  pattern,  each  thing  by  cost  and  due, 
our  scope  was  understood;  here  we  must  discover 
from  what  wild  elements  that  order  grew.* 

Sunset  flared  across  the  desolate  miles 
touching  bare  trees,  matted  sedge  and  water, 
turning  cracked  mud  to  fine  golden  tiles. 

Then  the  third  daughter,  like  a  poppy,  spread 
her  crimson  veil  and  danced  on  golden  feet; 
and  Noah  blessed  her  beauty  as  he  said : 

'Her  part  is  chosen,  she  shall  sing  and  dance 
remember  legends  and  all  names  of  flowers 
and  teach  her  children  their  inheritance/ 

VI 

Cold  sighing  waters  of  the  flood  recede, 
rock  slowly  down  to  stem,  to  root  of  reed, 
to  silt  beneath  dark  centuries. 

Between  kind  elements  of  earth  and  air 
water  lay  chained  by  shores,  fire  kept  its  lair 
crouching  on  man's  domestic  hearth. 

Man,  life's  image,  made,  marred,  made  again, 
perpetual  and  ephemeral  as  grain, 
grows  to  splendour,  withers  to  despair. 

While  pinnioned  flames  strain  from  captivity 
the  heart  affirms  the  phoenix  cannot  die, 
but  cold  sense  questions,  'Who  shall  live? 
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Who  will  escape  this  time  to  live  and  grieve 
over  lost  wisdom,  and  with  love  retrieve 
all  loss  in  new  beginning, 

as  summer  leaves  its  seed 

shut  in  a  berry,  a  bossed  poppy  head 

from  one  flower  scattering  many?' 

VII 

Man  stole  a  fire  from  the  sun 

built  a  hearth  where  it  should  burn 

to  shelter  him  with  warmth  and  light 

Fire  his  fable  and  his  truth 

blazed  from  heaven  to  crown  his  mind, 

while,  in  silver  censers  swung, 

incense  rises  with  his  praise. 

But  the  sultry  winds  of  hell 

blow  through  crannies  of  the  heart 

with  the  fears  of  fires  to  come. 

Fire  in  heaven,  fire  in  hell, 

both  his  myth,  both  his  dread, 

underfoot  and  overhead 

clasp  him  in  predestined  flame, 

unleashing  all  the  fires  of  earth 

to  dance  with  shadows  at  his  death. 

VIII 

Man,  have  pity  on  man. 
Rain  from  the  outraged  sky 
drowned  the  innocent  earth 
yet  the  seed  did  not  die. 
Flowering  from  that  rebirth, 
man,  have  pity  on  man 
as  you  hold  the  fire  in  your  hand 
that  can  destroy  mankind 


70 


and  desolate  every  land. 

If  the  power  and  the  glory  is  this, 

a  flame  that  burns  to  the  bone, 

what  shall  be  left  to  grow 

when  you  and  your  fires  have  gone  ? 

What  maimed  and  desolate  few 

shall  recover  life's  full  span 

from  among  the  ashes  of  time? 

Man,  have  pity  on  man. 

IX 

In  Noah's  ark,  in  safe  captivity 

all  perfection  of  creation  lay. 

Now,  chance  chosen,  what  will  you  inherit, 

what  ghosts  shall  live,  rise  from  your  memory? 

No  bird  will  bring  leaves  from  a  living  tree 
to  you,  unknown,  who  may  survive  the  fires 
and  find  by  moonlit  craters  mirages  of  water 
among  the  calcined  bones  of  history. 

Shall  dry  bones  live  ?  Or  is  our  language  lost, 
last  echoes  of  voices  singing  in  Gothic  aisles 
beneath  bright  ramparts  of  eternity 
a  vision  faded  leaving  only  dust? 

Take  all  from  us  that  our  doomed  hands  can  give. 
If  all  we  built  lies  fallen,  still  remains 
the  skill  we  leave  as  dower  and  heritage 
to  wake  and  grow  again  in  those  who  live. 

So  save  us  from  annihilation, 
remembering  our  legend,  take  our  love, 
evidence  of  our  lives,  surety  for  your  own 
motive  and  counterpoise  of  all  creation. 
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World  Without  Man 

O  all  ye  works  of  the  Lord, 

all  that  imagination  could  compass  and  possess, 

to  whom  the  exhortation  was  to  praise  and  bless, 

to  inarticulate  innocence 

love  must  resign  you  now  with  every  sense. 

O  light  and  darkness, 

no  longer  measure  of  toil,  shelter  for  sleep, 

alternate  hemispheres  of  day  and  night,  you  keep 

pace  with  the  seasons  for  which  man's  names  have  gone. 

O  fire  and  heat,  burn  for  yourselves  alone. 

Rain,  rivers,  waters  of  the  firmament, 
the  ships  of  history  foundered  in  your  tide. 
Our  derelict  gardens  by  the  waterside 
flower  in  a  waste  of  roses,  shoulder  high, 
no  sight  will  gather  into  memory. 

O  snow  and  frost, 

no  footsteps  maze  the  whiteness,  drifting  deep 
in  clefts  and  valleys,  glittering  on  the  steep 
sides  of  the  hill  where  living  beasts  still  range 
unremembering  how  the  seasons  change. 

O  winds  and  stars, 

music  and  words  in  silence  are  confounded; 
known  and  unknown  flow  into  the  unbounded 
state  of  being,  where  no  comprehension 
gropes  for  meaning,  calculates  dimension. 
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O  all  ye  works  of  the  Lord, 

freed  from  man's  legend,  his  instinct  for  salvation, 

live:  for  the  timeless  morning  of  creation 

aged  only  by  man's  measure.  He  has  gone. 

O  sun  and  moon,  burn  for  yourselves  alone. 
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from 

Wandering  Pilgrimage 


Man  Makes  Delight  His  Own 

Man  makes  delight  his  own : 
endless  creation  of  his  labouring  days 
captures  for  human  terms  all  he  has  known. 
From  far-sown  grain  his  gathered  joy  has  grown 
and,  turned  to  sound  or  stone, 
perpetual  and  unchanged  for  ever  stays. 

So,  though  he  sleeps  or  dies, 

his  music  wakes  like  Beauty  from  her  night, 

his  words  still  cry  his  heart,  for  seeing  eyes 

his  work  declares  how  bright  a  landscape  lies 

untouched  by  centuries, 

living  beyond  his  perished,  short  delight. 
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All  things  come  alike  to  all 

ECCLESIASTES  IX,  2 

I  am  life's  vessel,  knowing  light, 
knowing  the  separate  world  of  sleep, 
between  these  hemispheres  I  poise, 
my  body  the  one  globe  they  keep. 

All  early  life,  assured  and  young, 
towards  my  mirror  I  would  lean, 
questioning  my  reflected  eyes 
Where  is  love?  What  will  it  mean? 

For  then  all  promise  lay  ahead, 
a  waiting  forest,  where  the  trees 
would  shelter  joy  with  flowers  and  shade, 
romance  lie  pillowed  on  my  knees. 

Tall  avenue  and  tangled  thicket 
fell  at  a  word,  and  all  was  light, 
wonder  from  wonder,  I  was  love, 
a  bird  at  zenith  of  its  flight. 

In  this  clear  climate  I  have  lived, 
learning  the  tides  and  paths  of  air, 
the  famines  and  the  thirsts  of  sky, 
the  heavy  weight  my  wings  must  bear. 

And  now  I  lean  upon  the  day 
as  once  before  my  mirror's  glass 
learning  as  every  one  has  learned 
how  quickly,  quickly  years  will  pass. 
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The  forest  closes  close  again 
gathering  mystery  into  green : 
thickets  he  violet  deep  in  dew 
under  the  branches'  dark  serene. 

Where  love  was  waiting  for  my  life, 
power  familiar  and  strange, 
death  is  his  waiting  counterpart, 
I  recognise  their  interchange. 

See,  see  the  cradling  leaves  of  life, 
cupped  hands  that  open  to  the  sun, 
gathered  the  morning  for  their  joy 
and  fold  and  fall  when  day  is  done. 
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Magdalen 

In  a  Pieta  by  Botticelli 

Weep,  your  tears  fall 

upon  his  tearless  eyes, 

weep  for  the  slain  god  pillowed  on  your  knee 

whose  death  acknowledges  that  he  was  mortal  too : 

lovely  as  love  asleep  he  lies 

and  lost  to  you. 

The  others  stand 

separate  in  despair 

learning  the  anguish  of  their  broken  hearts, 

how  far  a  journey  can  be  made  in  grief, 

how  heavy  is  the  sorrow  that  they  bear 

without  relief. 

But  you  have  found, 

holding  his  fallen  head, 

fingers  may  tell  a  tenderness  unspoken. 

Death,  for  this  moment,  gives  him  to  your  keeping. 

For  parting  yet  to  come  your  tears  are  shed: 

now  he  lies  sleeping. 
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Learn  to  love,  said  Nature, 
and  leave  all  other  learning 


PIERS   PLOWMAN 


Love,  be  my  light,  the  sun  to  which  I  grow, 
inform  each  word,  be  reason  in  each  thought, 
and  life  that  burns  within  each  seed  I  sow : 

be  the  known  aspect  of  world's  time  and  space, 
wisdom  and  innocence  in  equal  rule 
hemmed  by  the  clear  horizons  of  your  grace. 

Theme  of  life  compel  and  guide  all  less, 
be  word  of  power  and  summoning  of  sense 
for  all  man's  hope  and  wonder  must  express, 

Love,  in  your  power,  let  me  be  blessed  and  bless. 
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The  thing  that  hath  been 

it  is  that  which  shall  he;  and  that  which  is  done  is  that  which  shall  he  done: 
and  there  is  no  new  thing  under  the  sun. 

ECCLESIASTES  i,  Q 

As  inland  shells  tell  of  a  sea  withdrawn 

that  now  lie  dry  and  hollow  in  the  sun 

so  is  this  temple  a  shadow  of  man's  grace 

whose  years  are  over  and  whose  time  is  done; 

here  was  his  spirit's  shelter  and  resting  place, 

his  towers  were  angels,  his  ramparts  dark  and  dawn. 

As  inland  shells  lie  empty  to  the  day 

where  once  some  tiny  creature  had  its  hold 

and  shaped  a  curious  spiral  to  its  need, 

so  nave  and  transept  stand  deserted,  cold, 

their  builder  as  forgotten  as  his  creed: 

the  stones  endure  though  man  has  gone  away. 

What  wonder  stands  for  truth  among  the  blind 
until  their  groping  hands  touch  certainty? 
What  music  builds  its  pinnacles  in  air 
unheard  among  the  deaf?  What  heresy 
dares  dream  that  timeless  firmaments  should  wear 
only  such  aspects  as  man's  senses  find? 

When  morning  first  divided  dark  from  light 
it  taught  man's  eyes  to  see  nothing  alone 
but  all  things  rooted  in  their  history, 
wattles  foreshadowing  high  vaulted  stone, 
and  his  hands  learned  their  gradual  mastery 
as  he  pursued  vision's  wide  winging  flight. 
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Shaped  by  the  fugitive  spirit  on  its  way, 
cut  into  screen  and  boss  and  canopy, 
the  gods  and  angels  of  lost  faith  remain 
the  Powers  and  Virtues  of  a  Hierarchy 
sheltering  man,  who  like  a  chieftain  slain 
lies  by  his  consort  in  death's  stone  array. 

Now  that  their  words  have  vanished  into  air, 
leaving  no  trace  of  what  they  might  have  told, 
silence  is  earth  and  air  and  wind  and  wave 
and  sight  is  lost  beneath  an  eyelid's  fold. 
Love  lies  by  Man  upon  his  six-foot  grave, 
pride  at  his  head  and  at  his  foot  despair. 

Sleep,  sleep  in  stone  my  warrior  Mankind, 
sleep  Love  with  folded  hands  against  your  breast, 
crouch  servant  Pride,  and  humble  dog,  Despair; 
a  thousand  centuries  are  little  rest 
before  this  alabaster  wakes  to  share 
another  coil  the  universe  unwinds. 

The  preacher  said  that  what  has  been  shall  be, 

nothing  is  ever  new  under  the  sun: 

late  in  our  fading  wisdom  we  have  found 

inanimate  and  animate  are  one. 

Life's  wandering  spirit  is  never  to  be  bound 

but  sojourns  or  sleeps  within  mortality. 

Compose  yourself,  my  body,  to  this  rest ; 
yield  to  the  lonely  silence  of  the  night 
whose  coming  burns  this  vision  on  your  eyes ; 
yield  all  your  senses,  all  that  was  delight ; 
since  you  were  born  you  knew  that  beauty  dies. 
Yield,  for  the  darkness  climbs  about  your  breast. 
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But  let  the  gesture  of  your  stony  hands 
tell  of  your  love,  of  honour  and  not  fear. 
And  let  this  mask,  stone  image  of  your  face 
cry  out  for  evermore  that  life  was  here; 
from  your  stone  limbs  be  born  a  later  race. 
Against  the  night  your  towering  angel  stands. 
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The  Siren 

*  And  Uriel  said  to  me:  'Here  shall  stand  the  angels  that  have  lain  with 
women  .  .  .  and  the  women  they  seduced  shall  become  Sirens? 

And  if  I  sing 

along  these  coral  beaches  till  the  caves 

hold  echoes  murmuring 

in  every  rise  and  fall  of  summer  waves 

clear  as  iris,  curved  as  swallow's  wing, 

perfection  to  perfection  answering, 

it  is  of  grief,  a  shadow  of  lost  joy. 

My  silver  tears  fall  from  a  ceaseless  spring. 

An  angel,  torn  from  heaven,  defeated  in  the  sky, 
still  lit  by  glory  and  still  winged  with  flame, 
in  reckless  beauty  for  the  world  to  tame, 
fell  where  my  island  basks  on  outspread  sea, 
by  bastions  of  a  city  crowned  with  towers, 
and  terraced  vineyards,  tapestries  of  flowers, 
down  to  blue  valleys  where  my  orchards  he. 

Here  mortal  love  was  shelter  for  a  day; 
peace  in  my  arms  was  healing  for  lost  pride; 
soon  his  light  faded  and  his  wings  fell  wide — 
O  wounded  splendour  journeying  to  death — 
And  even  the  memory  of  paradise 
sank  into  silence,  withered  from  deep  eyes, 
as  like  the  shadowed  moon  he  waned  away. 

*  Enoch.  Quoted  in  The  White  Goddess  by  Robert  Graves. 
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But  memory  wears  the  blazon  of  his  wing, 
gathering  me  to  limbs  of  fire  and  dew, 
a  birth  of  joy  and  grief  wherein  I  knew 
celestial  language,  voice  of  wind  and  star. 
By  light  transfigured  and  by  shadow  slain 
these  are  the  songs  of  heaven  I  sing  again, 
mourning  his  beauty. 
Mourning  his  beauty  of  my  love  I  sing. 

Singing  I  weep, 

yet  bright  enchantment  falls  upon  the  sea 

where  the  waves  reap 

their  harvest  of  wrecked  ships  eternally, 

for  listening  steersmen  lose  the  course  they  keep, 

forget  the  rocks  and  drown  cold  fathoms  deep. 

For  none  can  share  my  joy  or  touch  my  grief. 

I  sing  for  ever  and  for  ever  weep. 
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A  Summer  Story 

i 

Here  land  acknowledges  surrounding  sea, 
trees  crouch  in  shapes  appointed  by  the  wind, 
sheltering  banks  half  hide  the  wandering  lanes 
and  houses  are  built  low  with  one  wall  blind : 
the  little  church  stands  against  winter  rains, 
stands  against  sun  and  wind  in  tiny  majesty, 

named  for  a  half-forgotten  fairy  saint 

who  set  his  mark  of  magic  on  this  place. 

The  gate  hangs  broken  on  a  rusty  hinge, 

and  shuttered  windows,  locked  doors,  show  no  trace 

of  present  use :  all  the  wild  hedge  plants  fringe 

the  unmown  churchyard,  growing  without  restraint. 

In  lulling  silence  here  the  landsman  lies 
who  loved  a  mermaid.  Sheltered  inshore  he  sleeps 
whose  plough  and  pasture  ran  beside  the  sea 
along  the  headland  where  the  high  tide  creeps 
into  the  caves,  below  the  fields,  where  she 
would  sail  to  meet  him  and  enchant  his  eyes. 

He  lies  in  lulling  silence,  that  is  made 

of  smallest  sounds,  for  the  bee  comes  and  goes 

and  bird  songs  lace  the  light  days  of  the  spring, 

and  falling  rain  pearls  petals  of  the  rose ; 

the  lizards  rustle  and  the  crickets  sing 

while  summer  leaves  murmur  in  ample  shade. 
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Learn  from  the  blurred  incision  on  the  stone 
only  of  birth  and  death;  what  flowed  between, 
passion  or  comfort,  is  sealed  here  untold 
though  village  legend  says  that  she  was  seen 
weeping  among  the  rocks  when  his  bell  tolled, 
and  round  his  name  have  many  stories  grown. 

An  only  son,  working  his  father's  farm, 
wise  with  the  beasts  and  gentle  with  the  land, 
he  grew  contented  in  his  world  of  day; 
he  had  the  strength  of  morning  in  his  hand 
and  April  beauty,  golden,  with  eyes  as  grey 
as  the  spring  sea  lying  in  waveless  calm. 

In  blossom-heavy  air  one  happy  night 

he  walked  through  woods,  and  for  his  seeing  glance 

the  rising  moon  lit  every  frond  and  leaf 

and  every  flower  shone  back  her  radiance, 

spring's  perfection,  sudden,  heart-breaking,  brief, 

kindled  to  magic  in  that  opal  night. 

Too  early  for  the  nightingale,  yet  he  heard 
a  sound  that  wrought  all  senses  into  one, 
as  if  the  scent  of  flowers  had  found  a  voice 
woven  with  shadows,  as  if  the  moon  had  known 
the  music  of  the  stars,  and  did  like  them  rejoice 
and  sang  above  the  branches  like  a  bird. 

His  heart  was  lost  then,  lost  sky-high,  sea-deep. 
He  called  through  thickets  in  the  little  wood: 
no  one  was  there  to  answer  his  wild  words 
where  ash  and  cherry  in  their  silence  stood, 
closed  to  his  question,  hiding  all  their  birds 
under  a  leafy  canopy  of  sleep. 


And  all  lay  quiet  on  the  empty  moor; 
he  crossed  the  heather,  his  shadow  ran  beside 
keeping  his  pace  and  mocking  his  despair 
with  larger  gestures  and  its  arms  thrown  wide. 
He  reached  the  cliff,  climbed  down  its  rocky  stair 
and  stood  alone  on  the  cool,  sandy  shore. 

The  sea  was  shimmered  with  the  moon's  clear  light 
but  as  each  wave  rose  up  and  curved  to  break 
it  turned  to  dark  below  a  flashing  mane. 
'Voice/  he  cried,  'angel  or  spirit,  wake 
from  sky  or  water,  wake  and  sing  again.' 
His  shadow  too  wept  and  implored  the  night. 

Then  curling  water  bore  her  to  his  side, 

a  tide  of  breakers  was  her  retinue, 

playing  around  her  in  a  dancing  throng, 

and  he,  waist  deep  in  seas,  spoke  as  if  words  were  new, 

cried  to  her  beauty,  'I  waited  my  life  long, 

and  if  you  had  not  come  I  must  have  died.' 

'I  am  the  water's  self,  of  foam  and  light, 

my  beauty  is  a  vision  of  your  eyes, 

my  being,  a  chance  of  moonlight  on  the  wave, 

my  voice,  your  echo  of  some  paradise ; 

I  am  and  am  not :  is  there  a  man  so  brave 

who  would  possess  the  sea  and  drown  in  night !' 

'I  would  possess  the  sea  if  you  are  sea, 
drown  in  the  arms  of  night  if  they  are  yours. 
What  is  possession?  Is  it  to  know?  to  take? 
I  know  and  give.  Your  sea  has  found  its  shores, 
your  night  meets  day  at  last  and  so  must  wake, 
for  love  gives  seeming  its  reality. 
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Before  your  music  reached  my  inland  sense 

I  walked  the  days  in  small  simplicity 

and  there  Time's  lesser  boundaries  hemmed  my  place, 

now  they  are  broken  and  my  eyes  can  see 

how  small  they  crouched  beneath  the  dome  of  space 

where  the  stars  cluster  in  vast  brilliance. 

What  you  have  given  you  can  not  recall : 
if  you  are  of  myself,  then  I  am  whole. 
If  you  are  nothing  O  for  me  you  live, 
and  in  your  being  I  have  found  a  soul, 
another  sense:  wisdom  and  joy  you  give: 
yourself  thus  given,  I  am  given  all.' 

As  daylight  came,  as  the  slack  water  turned 
from  idling  at  the  flood  to  full  retreat 
it  bore  her  from  him,  carried  her  away 
leaving  him  burdened  with  triumph  and  defeat: 
morning  lay  cold  on  land  where  she'd  not  stay 
but  on  her  waves  the  dancing  sunlight  burned. 

He  walked  home  slowly;  in  each  step  retraced 
he  lived  his  search  across  the  night  again; 
despair,  then  known,  had  flowered  to  living  grief, 
joy,  then  half  wakened,  lit  his  dazzled  brain; 
nourished  by  both  he  went  in  sure  belief 
that  spring  had  risen  in  his  desert  waste. 

And  she,  once  disembodied  voice  and  wrack  of  storm, 

composite  memory  of  a  thousand  days, 

a  figure-head  carved  by  a  sailor's  hand 

skimming  translucent  calm  of  summer  bays, 

and  drowned  girls'  beauty,  captured  from  the  land, 

gathered  all  these  into  her  single  form. 
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So  each  of  each  created  a  new  creature 

and  from  each  other  made  a  new  world  wake 

out  of  the  substance  that  was  there  before 

imposing  on  each  other  what  each  sought  to  take, 

a  mirage  or  a  vision  without  flaw 

and  earth  wed  sea  against  the  use  of  nature. 

II 

Enchantment  blows  about  a  day,  a  place. 
Return  from  far  and  it  is  always  found 
seeming  to  grow  between  the  blades  of  grass 
or  he  like  dew,  unfading  on  the  ground: 
some  moment,  spent  there  once,  can  never  pass 
but  leaves  its  blessing  as  enduring  grace. 

So  was  the  cove  in  which  they  used  to  meet; 

she  sailed  to  him,  in  through  an  arching  cave, 

a  doorway  to  the  sea  shadowy  and  deep 

cut  from  living  rock  by  living  wave ; 

his  way  to  her  was  down  a  path  so  steep 

haste  had  taught  him,  and  shod  and  winged  his  feet. 

Lost  all  day  long,  only  the  visiting  tide 
strewing  its  shells  along  the  curve  of  sand 
or  streaming  seawards  knew  that  they  were  there 
lapped  in  the  thymy  breezes  from  inland. 
More  lost  by  night  when  all  the  stars  appear 
to  light  their  beauty  lying  side  by  side. 

Safe  while  their  language  is  still  touch  and  sigh; 
safe  while  their  sight  is  bounded  by  desire; 
safe  while  her  arms  are  haven  to  his  heart; 
safe  still,  although  he  knows  and  marks  the  hour; 
safe  in  the  anguish  that  they  know  apart, 
and  safe  while  summer  fills  the  hollow  sky. 
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Each  day  the  sun  and  land  delighted  share 
the  ripening  harvest,  turning  it  green,  then  gold, 
from  gold  to  palest  ivory,  bleached  and  bright; 
and  down  the  hedges  the  calendar  is  told 
by  changing  flowers  that  in  succession  write 
their  coloured  names,  their  scent  upon  the  air. 

He  lived  by  seasons  and  their  need,  on  land, 

she  lived  in  sea,  a  subject  of  the  moon, 

he  was  Time's  child  and  vassal,  born  to  die, 

she  was  beyond,  below,  above;  too  soon 

these  differences  like  a  stormy  sky 

promised  but  winter  gales  and  torn  sea-strand. 

For  land  must  hold  the  farmer  to  his  trade 
call  back  the  lover  to  his  beasts  and  byres 
use  all  his  skill  and  steal  his  time  away; 
and  life  warms  hands  beside  the  homely  fires 
that  cook  the  food  and  greet  the  early  day 
and  from  these  busy  hours  full  years  are  made. 

Hopeless  and  brief  the  autumn  burned  away, 
cold  sea-storms  broke  their  refuge  in  the  cove 
and  each  one's  vision  of  the  other  died 
towards  the  withering  torment  of  lost  love. 
Each  to  the  other  sad,  accusing,  cried 
'Why  will  you  leave  me  and  not  share  my  way?' 

Hearts  break,  and  parting  fills  the  world  with  tears, 

and  yet,  outliving  the  small  span  of  joy, 

the  pattern  of  delight,  if  truly  set, 

has  power  that  no  future  can  destroy 

and  stands  beyond  the  terrors  of  regret 

to  shed  a  blessing  on  succeeding  years. 
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And  so  he  found  it;  life  simple,  richly  spent, 

a  prospering  farm  inherited  in  youth, 

a  village  wife  with  ebony  black  hair, 

a  new  wing  to  the  farm-house  facing  south — 

such  things  the  cold  sea-creature  could  not  share 

though  her  lost  radiance  shone  on  his  content. 

Her  story  was  his  lifetime,  spent  in  memory, 
living  while  he  remembered  their  shared  days 
then  vanishing,  changed  back  to  foam  and  light, 
restored  to  elements.  But  still  their  story  stays 
haunting  this  shore  and  told  on  winter  nights, 
where  inland,  inland  you  can  hear  the  sea. 

Here,  in  his  lulling  peace  the  landsman  lies 
who  loved  a  mermaid  once.  Cut  in  his  stone 
blurred  by  moss,  dimmed  by  a  century's  weather 
you  see  her  outline,  carved  and  overgrown 
beside  his  name,  remembering  them  together. 
Sleep,  landsman,  sleep  between  the  sea  and  skies. 
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The  Bird  Dream 

It  seems  more  like  a  memory  than  a  dream, 
the  distant  landscape  lying  blue  and  clear 
empty  of  sound,  no  rumour,  smoke  or  cry : 
below,  a  gentle  curve  of  flowing  stream, 
and  overhead  the  birds  sail  far  and  near 
a  plumed  white  fleet  cruising  the  cloudless  sky. 

I,  with  a  few  and  shadowy  strangers, 
listening  in  silence  through  a  summer  day 
hoping  to  hear  some  message  or  command, 
knowing  ourselves  beset  by  unknown  dangers 
but  nothing  more,  whether  to  go  or  stay, 
unknown  companions  in  an  unknown  land. 

All  we  had  left  for  food  was  country  bread, 
offered  most  gladly  for  the  birds  to  share, 
I  went  alone,  knowing  the  gifts'  full  worth, 
to  scatter  crumbs ;  their  ritual  feast  outspread 
I  called  on  them  as  powers  of  the  air, 
I  called  on  them  speaking  for  the  earth. 

Out  of  the  cool  and  furthest  blue  they  came 
turning  and  wheeling,  circling  to  my  feet, 
their  feathers  shining,  light  as  foam  or  lace, 
white  peacock  birds  with  crests  of  crystal  flame, 
celestial  creatures  that  bent  proud  heads  to  eat 
the  last  food  of  the  last  of  mortal  race. 
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Now  there  was  nothing  left  for  hope  or  fear 

no  backward  thought  for  what  the  way  had  been, 

the  last  possession  given  without  dismay, 

passion,  profusion,  all  were  gathered  here, 

joy  blazed  through  every  sense  and  grew  serene, 

a  flowing  tide  that  bore  all  else  away. 

Then  rising,  rising  up  through  veils  of  sleep, 

through  clouds  and  vapours,  webs  with  points  of  dew, 

half  waking,  half  in  dream,  I  grope  for  words 

that  I  may  have  the  world's-end  hill  to  keep : 

my  eyes  meet  morning  in  the  room  I  knew, 

my  heart  still  sees  the  flock  of  heavenly  birds. 
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To  a  }  Cellist 

Centaur  is  man  and  stallion,  gloriously 
pasturing  masterless  on  plains  of  air, 
a  merman  wears  his  raiment  of  the  sea 
and  sphinx  takes  all  the  desert  for  her  lair : 
part  human  creatures,  in  equal  part  still  free 
in  the  beasts'  world  that  half  their  bodies  share. 
Musician,  hand  to  bow  grafted  in  mastery, 
goes  like  an  angel  where  no  mortal  dare. 

Composite  being,  man's  intelligence 

and  tautened  strings  on  wooden  shell,  sets  free 

voice  beyond  speech  or  words'  close  boundary 

to  shape  a  world  in  logic  of  pure  sense, 

to  comprehend  beyond  experience 

silence  and  sound  in  measured  harmony. 
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The  Beginning 


Eve  woke  in  Eden.  Bright  creation  lay 

perfect  around  her,  home  for  every  sense, 

eloquent  in  perception  of  the  day: 

she,  as  all  living  creatures  sharing  its  innocence, 

had  no  memory  of  disseverance 

till  Adam  woke:  beyond  that  radiance 

of  recognition,  morning's  magnificence, 

she  saw  divergence  of  their  mortal  way. 

Fable  of  one  made  two,  division  known 
only  when  healing  seals  the  wound  again 
as  spirit  cries  to  spirit,  bone  to  bone, 
showing  their  fiery  evidence  of  pain 
to  prove  each  other  self  each  other's  own. 
The  tokens  match  and  yet  they  match  in  vain. 
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The  Headland 

Along  the  coastline  see  the  tides  engrave 
their  contour  lines  in  phosphorescent  light 
marking  the  rush  of  each  incoming  wave 
and  where  the  clifT  foot  breaks  each  arc  of  white. 
Land  juts  above  horizons  of  long  clouds  that  lie 
like  further  islands  in  a  sea  of  sky. 

Vision  goes  seaward :  all  the  dark  below 

streams  up  the  shore  to  storm  the  cliff  and  land 

or  rocks'  tranquillity  between  an  ebb  and  flow 

leaving  a  line  of  plunder  on  the  sand, 

thin  as  an  in-shore  echo  of  the  deep, 

a  wrack  of  dream  along  the  edge  of  sleep. 

Vision  goes  seaward :  all  the  birds  that  fly 

on  their  migrations,  driven  before  the  cold, 

span  in  their  voyage  the  same  expanse  as  I, 

seeing  continent  from  continent  unfold 

as  wave  from  wave  rises  with  plume  and  crest, 

white  wings  outspread  and  the  white  feathered  breast. 

As  bird  I  fly  to  summer ;  and  as  rock  I  wait 

endless  and  patient,  pillar  of  the  land, 

victim  of  water,  ceding  my  estate, 

changing  by  grain  and  grain  from  stone  to  sand; 

as  woman,  watch  the  wild  birds'  migrant  range 

and  sea  and  land  in  their  long  interchange. 
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For  herbs'  lost  magic  and  lost  ritual  charm, 
made  to  compel  the  body's  transformation, 
leave  us  with  only  wish  and  thought  to  arm 
the  variable  heart  against  Time's  devastation. 
Grief  can  no  longer  change  her  tears  to  be 
a  spring  that  quenches  thirst  eternally. 

Grief  can  no  longer  change  her  tears,  no  more 
the  hunted  turn  to  fish  or  bird  to  share 
these  little  silver  pools  along  the  shore 
or  the  cool  pastures  of  the  upper  air. 
No  roses  mark  where,  separate,  lovers  lie 
twining  their  white  and  red  into  one  canopy. 

Gamut  of  being,  from  life's  humblest  seeds, 

that  hold  a  harvest  in  their  grain's  confine, 

to  man's,  with  destiny  of  mighty  deeds 

or  the  traditional  beauty  of  a  line : 

into  predestined  form  the  pattern  flows 

and  grass,  leviathan  or  prince  so  springs,  so  grows. 

And  subject  to  their  bounds  all  creatures  live 

in  separate  kingdoms  of  the  temporal  world: 

I  may  not  turn  to  reed,  nor  as  a  laurel  give 

sweet  shade  from  hands  with  all  their  leaves  unfurled. 

Yet  I  am  woman,  I  am  land  and  sea 

housing  this  moment  of  eternity. 

Vision  goes  seaward,  sweeping  like  a  wind 

over  blue  meadows  glittering  to  the  light, 

a  wandering  spirit,  searching  far  to  find 

a  summer  ending  to  its  winter  flight, 

a  land  spread  wide  with  promise,  filled  with  joy, 

dream  that  no  truth  can  equal  nor  destroy. 
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where,  beyond  drought,  beyond  our  famished  days 
the  miraculous  harvest  stands  for  us  to  reap, 
and  rain  has  blessed  it,  and  the  sunlight  stays 
pent  in  each  ear  in  heavy  golden  sleep, 
while  afternoon  in  endless  brooding  peace 
lies  on  these  acres  of  the  heart's  increase. 

So  Moses  stood  alone  with  death  upon  the  hill 
watching  the  children  of  his  care  descend 
to  plentiful  valleys,  and  heard  their  voices  fill 
the  pass  with  echoes,  and  the  echoes  end. 
Light  died  above  the  plains  and  stars  lit  all  the  air 
above  the  inheritance  he  could  not  share. 

So  vision  dies :  from  such  a  final  height 

looks  down  on  kingdoms  that  it  might  have  known, 

along  a  coastline  curving  out  of  sight, 

on  the  sky  courses  where  the  birds  have  flown, 

yet  is  still  one  with  bird  and  land  and  sea 

housed  in  this  moment  of  eternity. 
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The  Garden  of  Delight: 


After  the  cliffs,  the  desert  and  despair, 

footsore,  thirsty,  desperate  and  cold 

the  traveller  finds  the  shadow  of  a  wood, 

through  weeping  trees  vistas  of  fear  unfold. 

He  gropes  from  thought  to  thoughts  not  understood. 

Although  this  ending  has  been  mapped  and  told 

he  stumbles  on  still  clutching  at  the  air. 

But  when  the  darkness  parts  at  last  he  sees 

beyond  the  leafless  trees  lies  a  deep  glade 

and  there  perpetual  spring  in  all  its  joys 

buds,  sings  and  dances  through  the  light  and  shade. 

No  lurking  terrors  threaten  or  destroy, 

the  air  is  birdsong,  flowers  do  not  fade 

though  golden  apples  shimmer  on  the  trees. 

No  pause,  no  change  within  though  all  without, 
the  moment  passionately  dreamed  through  years 
lies  at  my  feet,  a  path  through  summer  grass ; 
how  shall  I  see  it  through  this  mist  of  tears  ? 
Here  my  search  ends,  no  boundary  left  to  pass, 
and  having  come  unscathed  through  fires  and  fears 
why  should  I  stand  before  my  joy  in  doubt? 

How  can  such  weary  arms  as  these  embrace, 
or  faithful  hands  that  tore  their  way  through  night 
so  scarred  and  bruised  fold  love  against  my  breast, 
or  eyes  that  learned  the  shadows  look  on  light, 
or  heart  bewildered  suddenly  be  at  rest? 
Having  come  so  far  to  seek  for  this  delight 
I  stand  in  darkness  still  and  hide  my  face. 


101 


Let  the  last  courage  now  inform  my  way 

and  ardent  truth  that  showed  the  first  steps  clear 

shine  on  the  ending  of  this  lifelong  quest. 

Let  love  and  wisdom  in  my  sight  appear 

as  the  first  vision  showed  them,  whole  and  blest. 

Turn  back,  my  weariness;  turn  back,  my  fear; 

for  single-hearted  I  accept  the  day. 
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Unpublished  Poems 


Stonehenge 


By  whose  desire,  at  what  command 
do  stones  stand  circle  on  the  plain 
strangers  that  dominate  the  land 
worn  by  wind  and  marred  by  rain 
though  quarried  once  by  human  hand? 

Gate  for  the  summer  sun  to  enter, 
grove  where  moon's  darkest  shadows  fall 
palisading  edge  and  centre 
when  snow  and  silence  cover  all 
desolate  at  night  in  winter. 

Sand  quivers  to  a  bow-drawn  note 
and  trumpets  raze  a  city  wall, 
bird  song,  one  small  distended  throat 
is  summer's  voice  while  centuries  fall 
like  grass  swathes  at  a  mower's  foot. 

The  power  of  music  hung  each  star 
circling  in  the  firmament: 
a  memory  of  that  strength  could  dare 
lead  stones  across  a  continent 
beguiled  by  an  immortal  air. 

Set  free  from  prisoning  rocks  they  came 
like  pilgrims  to  a  holy  place, 
joyful  in  some  god's  power  and  name 
made  animate  by  strength  and  grace 
swift  and  glorious,  crowned  with  flame. 
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Some  singing  priest  with  king  and  slave 
led  them  on  that  triumphant  march 
where  stone  walked  lightly  on  the  wave 
and  followed  hill  and  forest  path 
to  stand  here  in  a  hallowed  grove. 

So  far  in  time  from  parent  hill, 
and  so  far  inland  from  the  sea, 
the  utmost  reach  of  might  and  skill 
set  them  as  a  sanctuary 
where  sun  fulfils  their  ritual. 

Not  one  remembers,  no  winds  sing 
one  word  of  that  lost  music  now, 
or  they  would  break  their  holy  ring 
and  in  a  ghost  procession  go 
after  its  echo  following. 
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Joshua  Trees  in  the  Desert 

This  is  no  forest :  no  word  for  wood  or  grove, 
all  that  we  know  as  Tree  is  here  denied, 
none  of  our  words  can  fit,  nor  the  winds  move 
this  race  of  beings  half  whose  life  has  died. 

Somewhere,  shallow  under  desert  dust 
they  may  have  roots,  gnarled  and  twisting  trails 
that  grope  for  damp,  water  for  which  they  lust 
comes  to  them  rarely,  furiously,  then  fails. 

So  they  stand  still  with  arms  and  hands  upraised 
attitudes  frantic  of  anguish  and  despair, 
two  arms  or  six,  the  gestures  are  all  phrased 
and  almost  scream  the  bitter  thirst  they  share. 

Some  have  a  broken  neck  and  hanging  head, 
some  bow  themselves  abandoned,  to  entreat, 
some  he  sprawled  and  black,  humanly  dead, 
and  all  of  them  are  withered  by  the  heat. 

If  there  was  one,  but  one,  that  could  be  seen 
still  standing  proudly  or  with  dancing  grace, 
one  who  wore  plume  or  frond  of  green 
then  there  would  be  a  hope  for  the  whole  race: 

hope  for  a  spring;  but  spring  does  not  come  here, 
these,  born  from  prehistoric  jungle  seed 
have  waited  generations  in  their  fear, 
have  thirsted  centuries  in  famished  greed. 
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Fire  could  make  men  look  like  this  nightmare  host, 
their  bodies'  language,  mime  of  agony, 
is  likeness  of  mankind  with  all  joy  lost 
yet  life  enough  to  suffer  and  not  die. 
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Corneal  Graft 

At  death  I  gave  away  my  eyes, 
translated  by  a  surgeon's  knife, 
light  for  eyeballs  dark  since  birth; 
is  it  my  sight  revisits  earth, 
taking  another  span  of  life 
until  my  heir,  successor,  dies  ? 

A  separate  film  to  grow  afresh, 
insensate  iris  all  I  gave; 
yet,  if  my  living  love  should  chance 
to  see  them  in  a  stranger's  glance 
should  I  not  rise  from  past  and  grave 
usurp  that  stranger's  life  and  flesh? 

My  eye  would  hold  and  lock  his  sight, 
my  bearer  dumb  before  him  stand 
as  grafted  nerves  spoke  to  his  heart; 
using  live  roots,  my  flowers  would  start, 
spring  up  and  cover  all  the  land 
with  petals  bred  from  weeping  night. 

Will  one  who  wears  my  eyes  in  sleep 

see  my  dreams,  or  do  they  fade? 

My  legacy,  my  jewels,  hold 

no  trace  of  silver  clasp  or  gold 

no  chain  or  locket  Time  once  made 

sapphire  and  emerald  light  to  keep. 
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I  died  and  gave  my  eyes  away; 
I  needed  none,  for  my  dark  night 
is  lighted  by  another  fire ; 
a  torchbearer  that  will  not  tire 
my  heart  burns  in  celestial  light, 
my  eyes  are  surety  for  this  day. 
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All  Souls'  Day 


This  is  the  day  for  ghosts:  from  dawn  they  crowd 
and  through  our  homes  their  human  memories  tread; 
the  present  is  busy  in  time  and  unaware 
of  all  that  silver  thronging  in  the  air, 
deaf  to  the  words  still  trembling  to  be  said, 
words  that  must  perish,  take  no  shape  aloud. 

They  wait  for  us  to  summon,  ours  the  choice 
to  heal,  complete  and  make  peace  with  the  shade 
longed  for  in  early,  unfamiliar  grief: 
they  seek  us  now  for  quittance  or  relief, 
they  come  to  us,  while  heedless  or  afraid 
we  will  not  call  them  to  us  and  rejoice. 

Absence  was  presence  felt  when  grief  was  fresh, 
now  we  have  power  to  live  without  our  dead 
and  being  safe  refuse  to  give  release, 
unloose  their  fetters  with  a  word  of  peace 
withheld  sometime  by  fireside,  table,  bed, 
nor  dream  that  spirits  wear  the  scars  of  flesh. 

A  last  leaf  falls  down  past  the  moon's  face, 

the  rags  of  memory  flutter  in  the  wind 

old,  dusty  banners  in  the  architrave: 

awake  in  gardens  the  cocks  of  morning  crow, 

earth  gathers  back  her  ghosts.  Each  living  mind 

leaps  towards  morning's  light  and  well-known  place. 


in 


And  this  is  failure  and  victory  in  one. 

We  have  held  silence,  not  a  voice  has  spoken 

across  the  chasm,  having  no  love  to  spare. 

Ghosts,  being  jealous  of  our  mortal  air, 

we  built  that  paradise  where  you  have  woken 

under  another  moon,  another  sun. 
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The  Return 

To  E.C. 

If  she  sends  messengers  they  come  by  day, 
they  speak  her  name,  recall  a  summer  place 
an  afternoon,  waves  breaking,  and  her  face : 
strangers,  who  do  not  know  that  what  they  say 
is  a  clear  message,  sent  in  her  own  way 
to  nourish  you  with  sorrow  and  with  grace 
and  sudden,  shaking  memories  that  retrace 
years  in  that  moment  while  the  strangers  stay. 

But  if  she  comes,  then  she  will  come  at  night, 
from  silence  will  her  voice  take  shape  and  sound, 
her  hair  is  spun  in  filaments  of  light, 
her  hand,  pure  touch,  remembered  and  refound, 
her  presence,  closed  within  your  arms'  delight, 
gives  back  to  sense  absolute  taste  and  sight. 
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Spells  Laid  in  Winter 

SHE 

The  window  lies  like  ice  between  two  nights, 

the  indoor  night  of  echoes  in  the  heart, 

the  outdoor  night  of  moonless  stillness,  cold, 

cold  grass,  cold  silence ;  and  all  fold 

the  whole  world  in  this  summary  of  sights 

that  lie  beyond  glass  boundaries  apart. 

I  stand  indoors  and  burn  and  shake  and  burn, 
the  unconsumed,  the  tree  caught  in  a  flame 
whose  winter  stems,  taught  by  this  sudden  heat, 
force  out  the  buds,  so  snow  and  petals  meet 
in  white  and  white  before  the  flowers  turn 
to  fruitless  ashes,  fall  and  leave  no  name. 

I  stand  indoors  with  fingers  on  the  pane 
drawing  the  cold  night  inwards  through  my  eyes 
till  all  the  landscape  freezes  round  a  thought ; 
a  net,  a  snare,  a  cage  of  hours  has  caught 
my  fiery  frenzy  that  blazes  up  and  dies 
while  moonrise  radiance  and  the  frost  remain. 

Cold  is  a  spell  of  peace,  a  night  of  rest 
breaking  the  torment  of  the  burning  mind : 
this  is  the  longed-for  winter  of  the  earth, 
barrenness  more  absolute  than  birth, 
an  age  of  ice  she  lays  against  her  breast 
that  growth  and  movement  into  stillness  bind. 
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Rest  is  this  lapse  of  pain :  it  will  endure 
as  short  a  time  as  moonlight,  it  will  wane, 
be  lost  for  ever.  On  a  snow  bridge  I  stand 
above  a  chasm:  now  at  my  command 
shut  in  a  zircon,  a  pale  jewel's  flaw 
a  wall  of  ice  around  a  depth  of  pain. 

See,  from  this  hour  of  peace  I  will  cry  out 

summon  those  messengers  that  strength  can  call. 

One  hand  is  fire,  the  other  ice,  they  lie 

upon  the  window  pane,  against  the  sky, 

my  power  grasps  the  poles,  untouched  by  doubt 

I  could  command  the  stars  and  make  them  fall. 


'All  the  winds  that  rise  and  blow 

across  the  earth,  across  the  seas, 

winds  that  men  have  named  and  know, 

and  the  faintest  stirring  breeze 

on  winter  nights  when  rivers  freeze, 

give  me  ease. 

By  the  flames  upon  the  hearth, 
by  the  fires  that  follow  war, 
by  the  blazing  comet's  path 
his  steps  I  draw, 
to  me  I  draw. 


Water  of  life  where  I  would  drink, 
waters  of  death  where  all  must  go, 
unquiet  seas,  the  edge  and  brink 
of  earth  and  parting,  ebb  and  flow, 
teach  and  show. 
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Let  every  air 
Let  every  place, 
Let  fire  and  water 
my  image  wear. 
In  every  thought 
and  dream  and  sound 
in  word  and  echo 
let  me  be  found.' 

he: 
I  see  with  every  beast's  uncoloured  sight, 
men  have  gone  home,  men  live  inside  the  days 
then  sleep  in  shuttered  houses  till  the  dawn. 
Into  this  other  world  my  life  is  drawn 
this  land  of  monochrome,  of  dark  and  silver  greys, 
shadows  and  colourless  substances  of  night. 

Each  tree  has  learned  a  different  song  to  sing 

its  song-bird,  daytime  voices  are  asleep, 

now  they  cry  out  from  root  and  branch  and  sap, 

rock  plumes  of  mistletoe  or  let  the  ivy  wrap 

their  scars  of  branches  lost,  for  which  they  weep, 

or  stretch  twigs  to  the  wind  like  a  wide  open  wing. 

In  the  long  conjuration  of  the  wind 

there's  a  lost  language :  though  the  words  are  gone 

familiar  phrases  cry  and  call  the  heart 

back  to  the  source  of  dreams  where  memories  start 

and  stir  the  ancient  dust,  fable  and  stone, 

that  hide  the  springs  of  time  in  every  mind. 

This  is  a  forest  where  a  century  sleeps 

marking  no  change  on  dreaming  breast  and  brow 

of  the  enchanted  one  who  waits  for  love. 

I  am  led  here,  each  thicket  is  a  grove 

to  let  me  pass  where  briar  and  nightshade  grow ; 

but  darkness  shivers  and  her  window  weeps. 
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ECHO 

The  charred  tree  fell  on  ash  and  snow, 
black  windows  show  no  light  within, 
but  bear  the  distant  moon's  device 
a  sable  shield  where  flowers  of  ice 
climb  on  the  glass  and  fronds  begin 
to  weave  a  forest  where  none  may  go. 
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Menelaus  on  the  Beach  at  Pharos 

You  will  come  home,  not  to  the  home  you  knew 
that  your  thought  remembers,  going  from  rose  to  rose 
along  the  terraces  and  staying  to  gaze 
at  the  vines  and  iris  beside  the  lake 
in  the  morning  haze. 

Forgetting  the  place  you  are  in  where  the  cold  sea  winds  go 
crying  like  gulls  on  the  beach  where  horned  sea  poppies  grow. 

Homesick  wanderer,  you  will  come  home 
to  a  home  more  ancient,  waiting  your  return: 
sea  frets  the  steps  that  he  green  under  waves 
and  swallows  nest  below  lintel  and  eaves : 
there  lamps  are  kindled  for  you,  they  will  burn 
till  you  come,  however  late  you  come, 
till  the  west  wind's  sheltering  wing 
folds  round  your  sail  and  brings  you  to  land. 

Stretch  out  your  hand, 

murmuring  lapping  sea  and  the  lamps  and  the  welcome  wait 

to  draw  you  home  to  rest. 

You  shall  come  home  and  love  shall  fold  you  in  joy 

and  lay  your  heart  on  her  breast. 
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The  Youngest  Son 


Man  came  last :  his  elders,  winged  and  armoured 

fought  for  pasture,  each  against  the  others, 

for  water-holes  or  caves,  or  went  away 

till  all  the  world  was  peopled  with  their  play. 

Then  man  rose  up  and  tamed  or  killed  his  brothers 

till  no  vast  dragons  lived  fiercely  in  the  forests 
no  more  huge  flight  darkened  the  open  sky, 
only  the  working  beasts,  forced  to  his  will, 
or  small,  wild  targets  for  the  hunter's  skill 
were  left  to  fringe  his  world  and  bear  his  mastery. 

So  man  grew  older,  rich,  in  silk  pavilions 
played  with  flowering  times  and  wreathed  his  lance 
with  banners  for  his  formal  wars,  and  found 
death's  face  in  an  hour-glass  was  no  bound 
to  the  proud  human  spirit  in  its  dance. 

In  sweeping  dirge  and  splendid  requiem 
he  called  on  light's  celestial  counterpart 
to  be  his  soul's  new  universe  in  death, 
stretched  his  hand  beyond  life's  little  breath 
and  made  a  heaven  and  hell  out  of  his  heart. 

Beauty  his  consort,  pride  his  native  state 
power  his  object,  he  conquered  land  and  sea, 
tamed  the  elements  to  suit  his  need, 
lighted  the  darkness,  transplanted  season,  seed, 
grew  in  magnificence  and  monarchy. 
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Then,  grown  beyond  all  reason,  deep  out  of  earth 

he  dug  remembered  dragons'  iron  bones, 

fledged  them  with  armoured  flesh,  mechanic  growth, 

rebuilding  all  the  monsters  of  his  youth 

that  once  he  killed  with  arrows  and  with  stones. 

So  man  has  come  the  long  way  home  to  fear, 
the  little,  naked,  cleverer-than-the-rest 
has  made  himself  the  dragon  that  he  slew, 
imagination  shows  him  nothing  new 
gathering  annihilation  to  his  breast. 
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Jacob  and  the  Angels 

When  I  was  young  the  angels  came  as  light 

descending  to  my  sleep, 

a  dream  for  sense  to  keep, 

an  arrogant  vision  illuminating  night. 

There  in  the  desert  world  of  dust  and  stone 

no  pillow  for  my  rest, 

my  solitude  was  blest, 

my  journey  and  my  halting  place  were  known. 

Never  again  has  firecrest,  flame-winged  truth 

descended  from  the  sky 

to  seek  me  where  I  lie 

as  then  the  angels  filled  the  dream  of  youth. 

In  middle  years  the  angels  came  as  fear, 

walking  the  roads  I  know, 

bent  heads,  absorbed  and  slow, 

I  heard  them  speak  because  they  passed  so  near: 

but  not  for  me  those  shining  words  were  said, 

star  speaks  to  star  in  light, 

rays  tossed  from  flight  to  flight 

seen  by  man's  eyes  but  uninterpreted. 

When  I  was  old,  one  angel  came  alone, 

dark  to  my  mortal  eyes 

he  came  in  night's  disguise ; 

we  touched  to  wrestle  until  one  was  thrown. 
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Hip  flanged  on  hip  and  palm  to  palm  we  grew 

closed  in  our  enmity 

while  all  night's  stars  streamed  by; 

lost  in  each  other  no  separate  world  we  knew. 

My  failing  limbs  withered  against  his  pride 

and  thence  drew  strength  again 

to  master  all  the  pain 

that  numbed  my  hands  and  crawled  along  my  side. 

When  daybreak  cocks  crowed  the  horizon  round 

morning  was  my  tower, 

in  light  I  rose,  in  power, 

and  from  my  angel's  heart  blessing  and  love  unbound. 

One  shadow  lay  on  dew  beneath  our  feet, 
one  look  between  our  eyes, 
voices,  one  voice  that  cries 
rejoicing  in  both  victory  and  defeat. 

All  that  divided  us  had  made  us  one. 

I  was  the  angel,  he  was  I, 

and  earth  held  all  winged  sky 

clasped  in  the  bounty  of  the  morning  sun. 
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The  Girl  in  the  Wood 

Rain  fell:  I  stood  at  the  verge  of  green  woods, 
leaving  petticoats  under  a  cherry  tree, 
tumble  of  emerald  and  cambric  under  branches, 
naked,  entreating  spring  to  speak  to  me, 

ankle  deep  in  violets  by  a  step, 

the  house  has  gone,  its  floor  a  primrose  bed, 

no  roof  but  growing  branches,  no  wall  or  window, 

but  a  quince,  unpruned  and  unhindered  spread. 

'Threshold  of  man  where  the  forest  enters, 

gate  of  return,  I  come  with  empty  hands, 

with  rain  on  my  hair  as  the  rain  adorning  your  leaves, 

a  sister  to  Daphne  and  Syrinx  stands, 

younger  than  oak,  sooner  to  die  than  beech, 
sharing  spring  with  hawthorn,  cherry  and  rose, 
suppliant  I  come  to  you  trees,  to  question  your  wisdom 
where  in  the  woods  the  tree  of  knowledge  grows/ 

Tranced  in  a  silence  of  rain  and  doves  I  stood, 
ardent  to  learn  the  words  and  truth  of  spring. 
The  rain  ended  and  the  sun  glowed  towards  sunset 
brushed  leaf  and  hand  and  every  feathered  wing. 

Then  rustling  steps  stirring  old,  fallen  leaves, 
there  came  a  red  fox  brushing  past  my  knee, 
unafraid  and  kin :  clear  language  of  his  golden  eye 
reflected  all  that  I  had  wished  to  be. 
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In  a  Studio 

(self  portraits) 

See,  I  was  this  girl,  quiet,  translucent,  less — 

or  was  I  more,  being  rich  in  future  then  ? 

painting  a  face  upon  a  summer  field, 

painting  a  muslin  dress, 

a  century  of  years  ago,  or  ten, 

a  wish  unfolding  and  a  thought  concealed. 

If  I  used  words  I'd  name  that  face  'disguise', 

the  skill  I  used  suggests  experience, 

shaped  hair  and  cheek  and  mouth  and  all  I  see 

to  lead  towards  the  eyes 

and  there  I  look.  That  was,  but  is  not,  me 

gazing  on  flowers  with  subtle  innocence. 

Now  I  confront  another  kind  of  grace 

and  try  to  capture  beauty's  last  touch  of  pride, 

shimmer  of  movement  before  the  darkening  rain 

falls  on  this  time  and  place : 

and  shall  I  find,  ten  years  having  passed  again, 

another  thought  than  this  I  do  not  hide  ? 

Again  I  paint  the  face  I  see.  I  give 

ancestral  features  human,  passionate  sense, 

truth  and  proportion,  form,  colour  and  light. 

Rapt  in  power  I  live; 

my  hand  moves  with  my  thought,  sure  and  intense ; 

from  the  canvas  an  unknown  face  appears. 
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Martha 

If  I  am  dumb,  my  hands  speak  to  the  earth; 
the  rain,  the  soil,  the  sun  bring  flowers  forth 
but  I  have  set  the  vines  and  pruned  the  roses, 
at  my  command  hedge  beyond  hedge  encloses 
the  needed  herbs  and  all  the  seasons'  plenty. 

Instinct,  not  thought,  fosters  my  care  that  glows 

on  furniture  and  floors,  the  light  that  flows 

out  into  night  comes  from  lamps  I  keep. 

I  cherish  order  from  waking  until  sleep ; 

no  life  can  thrive  without  this  simple  bounty. 

If  I  am  loveless,  a  body  moving  to  age, 
yoked  in  service,  I  have  a  living  wage 
giving  continuance  of  fire  and  bread : 
no  hearth  remembers,  and  the  hungry,  fed, 
do  not  recall  the  sowing,  the  green  corn. 

My  hands  receive  the  newborn  and  the  dead 
I  am  their  welcome.  I  make  the  marriage  bed, 
I  lay  the  coins  on  the  earth-closed  eyes. 
I  am  life's  minister,  my  toil  is  to  be  wise ; 
my  heart  is  proud,  my  humble  hands  are  worn. 
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A  Recognition 

Pain  outlines  the  unknown  territories, 

marks  the  rivers'  flow, 

nerves  we  did  not  know, 

and  beats  upon  the  unguessed  arteries : 

defines  each  sinew  and  each  muscle's  play 

marks  where  the  great  bones  grow, 

and  shapes  the  body  by  its  scope  and  stay. 

So  anguish  points  the  burning  fact  of  living, 

I  grieve  and  I  desire, 

I  accept  the  fire, 

accept  the  unquenched  thirst,  forgiving 

the  drought  that  names  my  spirit's  endless  need : 

so  I  know  distance,  since  I  flag  and  tire, 

so  know  completion  by  the  missing  deed. 
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February  Moon 


Through  night's  curtains,  drawn  apart, 

a  cleft  in  the  thick  silk  of  sleep, 

moonlight  fell  upon  my  face 

making,  by  this  chance,  or  art, 

a  mask  for  me  I  cannot  keep. 

I  saw  myself  in  time  and  place 

a  formal  attitude  of  rest, 

the  pillow  and  the  tester's  fold 

sharing  the  impress  of  the  gold 

and  every  line  clearly  expressed 

an  image  of  my  living  day 

from  which  all  life  had  drawn  away. 

Waking  in  light  I  turned  my  head 

and  night  closed  round  my  curtained  bed. 


127 


The  Hermit 

(ramon  lull) 

Love  turned  from  love :  all  that  had  been  one  face, 

a  dazzling  body  and  lace-shadowed  hair, 

has  driven  my  heart  to  seek  another  grace : 

the  impress  of  a  bird's  flight  on  the  air 

is  not  more  lost  than  she  death  walks  beside : 

her  path  is  set,  my  way  is  still  world-wide. 

0  discipline  of  grief, 

1  am  her  exile,  I  her  unbelief. 

Love  turned  to  love ;  and  I  must  learn  'no  more' 

can  be  as  rich  in  promise  as  denial. 

Eyes  fringed  with  dream  look  for  a  waking  shore 

unmeasured  by  a  clock  of  hours,  sun's  dial. 

The  voice  of  solitude 

is  a  harsh  speaker  of  beatitude. 

Earth  bears  all  change,  accepts  famine  or  flood, 
but  earth  has  time  that  will  outlive  a  heart: 
grief  parches  man  as  autumn  bares  a  wood, 
and  if  the  one  who  hopes,  and  hope,  must  part 
accept  the  fallen  tree, 
its  fruit  is  gathered  for  eternity. 

I  left  the  shaded  city  for  bare  rock. 

The  mountain  gives  me  all  the  coasts  of  night, 

I  stand  on  clouds,  the  constellations  flock 

my  mountain  side,  I  pasture  in  their  light 

till  sunrise  fdls  my  hands 

and  wakes  the  incense  of  these  barren  lands. 
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Love  turned  to  love :  the  discipline  of  pain 

has  taught  my  body  to  rejoice  alone: 

my  spirit  wakes,  tears  are  a  fertile  rain 

to  quicken  flowers  from  the  unyielding  stone. 

O  love,  be  love  set  free 

not  a  caged,  desperate  life  to  die  with  me. 
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The  Beauchamp  Tomb  at  Worcester  Cathedral 

Make  me  an  effigy,  and  let  it  wear 

my  living,  sleeping  face.  Fold  my  hands  in  prayer 

and  shape  stone  pearls  to  bind  and  net  my  hair; 

my  stateliest  dress  spread  out  to  fold  and  flare 

brocaded  summer  to  the  chantry  air; 

all  that  adorns  my  life  shall,  echoed,  share 

the  long  endurance  of  my  beauty  there. 

And  when  my  husband  comes  to  claim  his  bed 

in  his  stone  likeness,  I  will  have  it  said 

he  seeks  a  woman  in  whose  sleep  still  shows 

his  other  self,  who  was  his  noonday  rose. 

And  let  my  head  lie  pillowed  evermore 

on  a  swan's  wing  in  sable  heraldry, 

night-feathered  singer  of  a  single  song 

floating  on  time  where  our  drowned  shadows  lie. 

Let  my  love's  head  rest  on  another  wing, 

my  swan  shall  stay  for  his  by  this  aisled  shore, 

for  side  by  side  our  effigies  belong. 

At  this  rejoining  all  the  bells  shall  sing. 

Memorial  beauty,  alabaster  sleep, 

in  ceremony  we  meet  with  death  to  keep 

our  marriage  vows,  and  here  we  shall  arise 

clothed  for  the  courts  of  heaven  and  for  each  other's  eyes. 
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'  The  word  of  lyf  show  unto  us} 

MILES    COVERDALE 

The  winter  breathes  its  garlands  on  the  glass 
and  indoors,  fire  tamed  to  its  cage,  the  hearth 
comforts  the  watcher  who  is  charmed  to  stillness 
while  light  flakes  hide  and  cover  grass  and  path 
and  shed  a  dream  of  blossom  on  the  trees, 
white  where  the  may  was  red,  the  lilac  dark, 
making  a  winter  night  an  arctic  day 
hiding  all  boundaries,  blotting  each  footstep's  mark. 

The  world  we  know  is  hidden  under  snow; 
another  shines  upon  us ;  eyes  now  learn 
strange  landmarks  where  familiar  sight  is  stayed, 
two  visions  of  one  place ;  each  will  return 
in  sequence  to  renew  the  seasons'  circling, 
as  tall  midsummer  grass  and  starlit  frost 
seem  chance  and  change  that  lightly  come  and  go, 
winter  in  summer,  summer  in  winter  lost. 

There  was  a  harvest  goddess  I  have  seen 
belonging  to  the  world,  summer  and  day, 
beauty  serene  and  stately,  made  by  man ; 
two  thousand  years  under  the  sea  she  lay, 
her  noon,  her  vines,  acres  of  barley  fields 
all  drowned  and  waste,  a  desert  of  sea  sand, 
where  seaweed  fronds  floated  across  her  eyes 
and  hollow  shells  lay  broken  in  her  hand. 
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Water  had  claimed  her  as  it  claimed  the  town, 
breaking  on  sleep  one  winter  night,  and  she, 
calm  watcher  over  plenty,  could  not  stay 
the  leaping  waves  nor  still  the  shouting  sea 
that  threw  down  walls  and  levelled  all  the  towers, 
drowned  a  wide  plain  to  make  another  bay 
where  later  fishermen  put  out  to  sea 
and  drew  her  up  in  nets  and  back  to  day. 

The  bronze  remains ;  two  thousand  years  of  sea 
have  left  unchanged  the  knotted  hair,  calm  eyes 
that  smiled  on  morning  in  forgotten  fields: 
one  hand  upon  a  drooping  sheaf  still  lies 
holding  their  harvest,  the  other,  lifted  arm, 
is  raised  in  blessing,  giving  with  open  hand 
protection  to  all  young  and  growing  things, 
vinyards  and  flowers  of  a  generous  land. 

When  nets  drew  her  from  the  sea's  possession 
she  seemed  to  be  love  rising  once  again, 
the  unknown  face  that  all  men  recognise, 
search  for  in  mortal  faces  and  pursue  in  vain, 
grasp,  lose  or  find  in  dreams  under  the  moon : 
love  in  fulfilment  and  mystery  were  there. 
They  brought  her  home  with  garlands  to  the  town 
roses  and  coral  crowning  her  sea-wet  hair. 

She  was  two  thousand  years  under  the  sea, 

she  was  a  statue  of  man's  hope  of  joy, 

of  harvest  bounty  and  of  sheltering  love : 

a  beauty  that  sea-fret  could  not  destroy, 

for  time  is  nothing  to  man's  persisting  dream, 

so  many  harvests,  so  many  falling  snows, 

births,  deaths  and  loves,  perfections  made  and  lost 

under  the  changeless  flowering  of  the  rose. 
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The  poet  waits  through  centuries  for  an  hour 
when  he  shall  both  possess  and  bear  the  earth, 
triumphant  draw  his  thought  up  from  the  deep 
of  chaos  apprehended  before  birth. 
The  moment  comes  and  he  commands  the  sun, 
new  rivers  spring  between  his  mighty  hands, 
his  palm  and  instep  wear  the  stigmata 
and  he  alone  in  naked  glory  stands. 

How  shall  this  vigil  be  endured  by  man 
whose  winter  draws  so  quickly  on  to  night? 
What  must  he  dare  to  stand  in  pride  and  power 
holding  the  world  within  his  eagle  sight? 
It  is  no  triumph,  no  gay  garlanding, 
this  is  a  hunt,  a  chase  that  must  be  run, 
all  forms  life  takes  are  forms  he  too  must  learn, 
drown  in  the  sea,  wither  in  desert  sun. 

The  voices  give  their  warning  through  the  night, 
between  the  snowflakes  fall  I  hear  them  cry: 
'Do  not  presume  to  claim  the  tongues  of  fire, 
the  word  of  life  is  not  for  those  who  die, 
it  is  ringed  round  by  all  the  powers  of  air, 
hidden  by  earth  and  guarded  by  the  sea; 
you  will  fall  prey  to  talon,  fang  and  claw 
if  you  adventure  after  mastery.' 

Between  the  snow's  quiet  fall  and  silence  lies 

a  passage  wide  enough  for  one  to  dare ; 

open  the  window  and  let  in  the  cold 

and  I'll  go  out  into  the  starry  air ; 

no  certainty  can  name  this  journey's  end, 

I  must  go  barefoot,  without  human  light, 

a  postulant  possessing  only  need, 

to  find  the  way  that  is  both  search  and  flight. 
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My  search  is  known,  and  so  the  hunt  is  up. 
I  who  pursue  am  quarry,  hoped-for  prey, 
abandoning  the  articulate  pain  of  man 
for  pelt,  fin,  feathers;  I  cannot  hide  or  stay, 
the  hunters  hold  the  scent  and  follow  fast, 
hot  as  hound's  breath  closing  on  the  hare, 
parting  her  fur  against  her  shrinking  flank, 
otter  after  fish,  hawk  stooping  from  the  air. 

'Earth  takes  me  not,  I  am  not  her  beast. 

Water  rejects  me,  I  am  not  her  own. 

Sky  drives  me  down  again  and  back  to  earth. 

Change  as  I  will,  still  my  intent  is  known; 

even  the  barndoor  fowl,  the  scratching  hen 

clucking  in  dust,  filling  her  crop  with  grain 

finds  the  anonymous  seed;  and  lowly  death  attained 

I  wait  as  nothing  to  be  born  again.' 

Go  further  still,  beyond  this  baneful  chase, 
stripped  of  time,  of  sense  and  memory 
nameless,  cold,  even  wholly  without  self, 
barely  a  shadow  by  the  archaic  sea 
on  whose  black  waves  darkness  broods  unbroken ; 
this  is  the  watch  and  vigil  I  must  stay, 
a  trance  that  holds  before  transfiguration, 
the  sleepless  prelude  to  the  break  of  day. 

Raise  me  from  here,  this  brink  where  nothing  is, 
stretch  out  creation's  hand  that  I  may  rise, 
clothe  me  with  flesh  again  and  let  me  go, 
breathe  in  my  nostrils  and  unbind  my  eyes. 
Far  sought  magnificence,  on  breast  and  tongue 
the  fire  burns :  eyes  see  and  ears  can  hear 
the  singing  stars,  language  of  lion  and  tree, 
all  glory  and  all  sorrow  I  must  bear. 
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All  lost  lies  somewhere,  waiting  to  be  found, 
the  golden  apples  scattered  on  the  grass 
under  the  tree  still  to  be  harvested. 
Even  two  thousand  years  of  vigil  pass, 
the  red  rose  flowers,  twining  with  the  white 
to  crown  a  goddess  risen  from  the  sea, 
a  gift  for  lovers  who  slept  long  apart 
and  meet  on  thresholds  of  eternity. 

But  I  am  mortal  still,  my  flesh  is  made 
of  earth's  known  summers  and  the  frozen  night : 
there  are  still  years  to  claim  and  words  to  speak ; 
the  glowing  cherubim  in  seagull  flight 
unfold  their  wings  to  bound  the  orchard's  green. 
I  may  not  stay,  for  where  the  earth  fires  burn 
only  my  frost  rimmed  footsteps  mark  the  snow; 
the  open  window  waits  for  my  return. 


135 


The  Dictated  Theme 
i 

All  that  was  home  lies  under  those  arched  lids, 
no  quiver  stirs  their  hemispheres  of  night: 
nothing  has  changed,  but  the  beating  heart  is  stilled, 
and  no  blood  pulses  hearing  now,  or  sight. 

All  that  was  home  is  left  by  those  cool  hands, 
relinquishing  the  morning  and  the  day, 
folding  their  deep  tranquillity  and  peace, 
with  all  remembered  years,  stilly  away. 

All  that  was  love  remains  and  will  not  go, 
until  the  lover  meets  him  in  some  night 
like  this  one,  with  its  early  waking  birds 
and  all  forgotten  flowers  again,  in  sight. 

All  that  was  joy  remains,  but  is  unseen 
beyond  this  moment's  tears,  and  they  are  less 
than  sighs  indrawn  on  the  marvellous  day 
that  wakes  in  distance  and  will  come  to  bless. 

All  that  was  whole  is  like  a  broken  ring, 
one  half  is  his,  and  one  half  still  is  mine, 
and  time  will  join  them  somewhere  and  remake 
an  image  even  the  shadow  knew  divine. 

II 

Being  widowed  is  the  empty  arms  at  night, 
the  single  plate,  the  room  where  no  one  comes, 
the  memory  that  cannot  meet  a  smile, 
and  all  the  simple  pattern  of  our  homes. 
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Being  faithful  is  the  richness  of  the  days, 
the  tenderness  of  nights,  the  hopes  and  fears 
gathered  and  cancelled  in  each  other's  eyes, 
the  deep  serenity  of  growing  years. 

Being  yours  is  to  shine  still,  for  you  unseen, 
to  wake  and  turn  to  where  your  sleep  was  blessed, 
the  last  goodnight,  the  waking  morning  hour, 
your  hand  contented  on  my  heart  at  rest. 

Ill 

I  give  you  back  to  the  free  elements, 

I  will  not  hate  the  flame's  deliverance, 

the  phoenix  burns,  and  rises  plumed  and  free. 

You  gave  your  body  with  the  marriage  ring, 
you  left  it  in  my  arms,  and  this  I  bring 
to  give  you  quittance  of  mortality. 

No  more  in  time  will  hand's  companionship 
comfort  and  hold  me,  no  more  lip  to  lip 
communicate  abundance  or  desire. 

And  yet  the  morning  like  a  wedding  day 
is  golden  plenty,  and  we  go  away 
attended  by  a  radiance  to  the  fire. 

Be  free  from  any  tie  that  holds  and  stays, 
be  free  to  go,  but  all  my  good,  my  days, 
are  lit  from  your  bright  being  and  will  shine. 

The  heart  is  sure  and  claims  no  other  sign. 

IV 

In  dreams  and  reassurances  I  live, 

in  hours  and  days  I  cannot  move  alone, 

I  go  to  love  by  stony,  secret  ways, 

the  briars  fall  back  as  if  my  way  was  known. 
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However  far  the  distance  to  the  end 
I  know  the  home  and  haven  of  my  heart; 
however  long  the  spring  and  summer  seem 
that  bring  no  new-sown  harvest  to  my  part, 

I  know  the  task  will  bear  allotted  fruit. 

I  know  the  weight  my  hands  hold  till  they  break, 

I  know  the  darkness  as  I  know  the  light, 

and  all  the  trials  my  self  must  undertake. 

No  doubt  unless  the  gates  of  hell  are  closed 
and  barred  against  my  coming  to  their  door, 
and  even  then  my  way  must  penetrate 
and  stumble  certain  through  each  corridor. 

Through  caves  where  each  direction  offers  ways 
failure  and  promise,  till  I  find  the  right, 
and  in  the  heart  of  death's  corruption  lies 
disguised,  despised,  what  must  arise  to  light. 

Follow  me,  follow :  I  can  penetrate, 

touch  with  the  hand  of  love,  and  even  name 

disintegrate,  ignoble  enmity 

that  breaks  the  body  with  dissolution's  shame. 

What  once  was  man,  and  loved  in  tender  arms, 
what  once  was  joy,  see  I  can  clothe  anew 
in  names  of  love,  and  so  recall  to  form, 
and  broken  feet  heal  with  my  tears  of  dew : 

compel  the  housings  to  be  whole  and  brave, 
compel  the  little  to  reclaim  the  great. 
Come  from  this  ash,  this  dust,  to  stand  again 
apparelled  in  man's  beauty  and  man's  state. 
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0  counterpart,  O  love,  this  woman's  work 
is  three  part  harmony,  to  be  your  love, 

to  be  the  full  maturity  of  mind, 

the  ear  of  wheat,  the  white  and  visiting  dove : 

and  last,  to  be  the  aged  ministration 
to  close  the  eyes  and  fold  the  hands  at  rest, 
the  folded  silence  and  the  sculptural  sheet 
that  lie  against  the  stillness  of  your  breast. 

All  these  are  done,  and  in  another  sense 

1  bear  your  body  back  again  to  give 

you  who  are  me,  I  who  am  you,  to  prove 
our  being  whole,  and  the  whole  being  live. 

So  shall  the  singing  birds  repeat  the  spring, 
so  shall  the  corn  stand  in  its  golden  state, 
so  shall  the  waters  nourish  our  return, 
and  time  undo  its  long  unopened  gate. 

V 

Simple  to  speak,  and  now  no  words  are  needed, 
thought  frames  a  pattern  more  intense. 
Simple  to  love,  the  heart  beats  on  unchanged, 
touch  is  the  widowed  sense. 

Simple  to  lack,  and  easy  to  forget 
the  map  of  meaning  in  this  new  immense, 
unwalled  by  time  or  hope  of  homecoming. 
Touch  is  the  widowed  sense. 

Simple  to  hope  and  in  hope  estrange 
anguish,  the  true  companion  and  defence 
against  the  tide  of  day's  inconsequence. 
Touch  is  the  widowed  sense. 
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VI 

If  time  had  given  us  another  hour, 

and  offered  grace  to  part,  time  for  farewell, 

what  could  words  have  shaped  from  heart  to  heart, 

what  more  to  say  that  past  years  did  not  tell  ? 

Nothing,  I  think,  but  that  your  head  should  lie 

another  hour  pillowed  on  my  arm, 

nothing  of  me,  all  yours,  you  did  not  know 

and  nothing  I  could  ask  as  life-long  charm 

to  hold  against  the  powers  that  divide 

hand  from  hand,  lip  from  lip  separate, 

no  hour  say  more  than  all  our  lives  had  said, 

so  nothing  stayed  death's  swift,  commanding  state. 

VII 

Are  you  a  presence  or  a  dream,  I  question : 

are  you  yourself,  invisible  at  my  side  ? 

Or  have  you  stayed  in  my  heart  and  thought  so  long 

the  impression,  like  a  hare's  form  on  the  hillside 

is  deeply  marked,  so  grasses  will  never  grow 

but  bent  to  hold  your  shadow,  curved  and  low  ? 

Are  you  beside  my  sleep  when  I'm  not  there 
but  lost  in  night,  lost  beyond  waking's  sense  ? 
Are  you  still  the  breath  that  is  life  in  my  living, 
or  is  it  memory,  insistent  and  intense 
I  learned  so  long  and  now  repeat  again, 
the  echo  music  returning  in  refrain? 

Are  you  ?  I  ask,  and  who  but  I  can  tell  ? 
I  claim  nothing,  and  do  not  ask  you  'stay'. 
Why  here,  when  you  in  some  far  other  state 
are  freed  from  dimension,  as  from  night  and  day 
unless  you  suffer  too,  suffer  because  no  more 
touch,  sight  or  love  are  what  they  were  before. 
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VIII 

Look  back  and  see,  the  past  led  to  one  place; 
look  now  and  see,  nothing  is  clear  or  plain, 
the  mirage  is  the  memory  of  one  face, 
all  that  has  been  cannot  be  again. 

If  there  were  tears  before,  why  not  more  tears  ? 
If  there  was  solitude,  it  is  not  strange, 
if  there  was  hope,  accept  none  for  new  years, 
as  there  is  death,  I  have  acknowledged  change. 

Where  there  were  two,  one  is  to  mourn  or  sing, 
fire  only  burns  till  all's  consumed  to  dust, 
time  is  not  long  for  elegies  to  bring 
peace  to  unshared  longings  as  it  must. 

Love  and  death  are  the  pure  themes  of  living, 
destructable  and  sorrowful  solitude, 
the  double  being,  locked  hemispheres,  unmoving 
through  desolation  or  beatitude. 

IX 

No  longer  bearing  the  weight  and  burden  of  time 
you  change,  though  change  I  cannot  see, 
yet  by  my  side  I  sense  the  rising  sap, 
the  breath  of  life,  all  truth's  authority; 
youth,  with  life's  wisdom  to  its  beauty  given 
perfected  and  made  whole  in  this  entirety. 

I  am  the  captive,  I  the  one  in  chains 
held  by  a  sensual  grief  of  time  and  place, 
captive  to  memory  that  can  with  tears  assail, 
a  travelled  road  that  love  can  still  retrace 
to  happiness  and  hope  and  long  content, 
not  valid  now,  but  shadows  marked  on  space. 


141 


I  know  your  freedom,  it  shall  grow  in  me, 
I  know  your  love  and  mine  shall  match  its  light; 
our  pattern  be  the  great  birds  that  I  saw 
sweeping  the  sky  in  solitary  flight, 
flying  for  each  other's  far  companionship 
circling  and  meeting  on  the  rim  of  sight. 

Below,  the  earth  is  darkening  to  sleep, 
the  birds  are  burning  in  the  upper  sky, 
pinioned  in  a  morning  sphere  of  light, 
in  intersecting  arcs  they  poise  and  fly. 
Wingless  we  are,  but  they,  our  heralds,  keep 
our  meaning  and  our  whole  necessity. 

Lead  me  for  ever,  as  for  ever  past, 

we  came  from  far  to  be  each  other's  own: 

you  go,  and  I  still  stay  a  summoning. 

Though  to  the  world's  end  each  must  come  alone 

welcome  cannot  be  less  than  parting  seems 

nor  we  be  separate  whom  love  knows  as  one. 
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Silence  and  Music 

Silence,  come  first:  I  see  a  sleeping  swan, 
wings  closed  and  drifting  where  the  water  leads, 
a  winter  moon,  a  calm  where  wisdom  dreams, 
a  hand  outstretched  to  gather  hollow  reeds. 

The  four  winds  in  their  litanies  can  tell 
all  of  earth's  stories  as  they  weep  and  cry ; 
the  sea  names  all  the  treasures  of  her  tides, 
and  birds  rejoice  between  the  earth  and  sky: 

voices  of  grief  and  from  the  heart  of  joy, 
so  near  to  comprehension  do  we  stand 
that  wind  and  sea  and  all  of  winged  delight 
lie  in  the  octaves  of  man's  voice  and  hand 

and  music  wakes  from  silence  as  from  sleep. 
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